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O ſave from the wreck of time a few of the 

beſt poetical compoſitions on divine and 

moral ſubjects, was the intent of this col- 
lection. Whether the Editor has been happy in his 
choice, muſt be left to the deciſion of the Candid 
reader, 

To render the e worthy the regard of 
perſons ſeriouſly diſpoſed, I have taken much pains 


in ſelecting pieces both of a pleaſing and inſtructive 


nature, Some of them it is true, are not, in point 
of beauty, equal to productions of a different kind 
that might be mentioned ; though I truſt, that even 
thoſe of the loweſt rank have ſome degree of merit. 


To procure matter every way ſuited to my wiſhes, I 


found extremely difficult: and, after all my ſearches, 
was reduced to the neceſſity of printing ſeveral 
pieces that would have been rejected, had I met 


with others more deſerving. 


/ 


The ſcarcity of fine poems on Sine fabjedts, i is, 
I preſume, much greater than is generally imagined : 
and probably this will beſt account for the rubbiſh 
found in almoſt every collection of this kind, unleſs 
we can ſuppoſe the Editors deftitute both of taſte 
and judgment. 

In compiling this Abe I had one difficulty to 


encounter reſpecting the right of literary property, 
which 
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which few collectors have ever thought of, or at leaſt 
have not regarded. And had not a due regard to 
this, limited my enquiries, I might have ſelected 
many valuable pieces that would have been accepta- 
ble to the chriſtian world. For leave to print thoſe 
of a modern date, I am indebted to ſeveral of my in- 
genious friends; and even for ſome, which under the 
ſanction of the law, I might have taken. . 

One thing very deſirable in the pieces I have 
choſen, was uniformity of ſentiment; but this was 
ſound impracticable. They are in general therefore 
printed as I ſound them, except ſuch inaccuracies as 
could hardly be excuſed. In copying the pieces from 
ArWAKER'S tranſlation of HuGo's Pia DESIDE· 
RIA“, I have taken uncommon liberty. Some of 
the lines were very looſe, and many of the ſimilies 
low and trifling.--- T heſe I have either wholly omitted 
or attempted to correct. 

A few picces of my own are thus ditinguiſhed „ 


| 4 - They were written at different times, juſt as lei- 


ſure and inclination offered. A love of poetry, I 
believe, firſt induced me to attempt any thing in 
verſe; and, as is very common, without a previous 
enquiry whether I was properly qualified for the un- 


dertaking. A due regard to this, and to the many 


beauties requiſite to conſtitute a fine poem, it is more 


* From this ingenious performance, the celebrated Mr. Quarr xs 
took his emblems; but forgot, as we may charitably ſuppoſe, to men- 
tion this circumſtance in his preface to the book in which they are 
publiſhed, | 
3 | | than 


I 


than probable would have excluded them from a place 
in this collection, Were it needful to apologize for 
printing them, I might plead a deſire of gratifiiing 
the curioſity of my friends, who, from the nature of 
the undertaking, will no doubt expect ſome originals 
from the Editor, However, I cannot wiſh to avail 
myſelf of any excuſe, in order to eſcape the cenſure 
they deſerve,---Criticiſms, if well founded, cannot 
be too ſevere; and as we are molt likely to profit by 
a diſplay of failures not ſuſpected, every attempt of 
that kind cannot but inſpire the warmeſt thankful. 
neſs and gratitude. 

The poem, entitled DEIT Y, by Me. ths 1 
eſteem a valuable acquiſition. It is, perhaps, one of 
the fineſt pieces on that ſubject, in the Engliſh lan- 
guage. When it was firſt publiſhed, Mr. Pops was 
aſked, whether he was not the author of it? To 
which he replied, that he was not indeed the au- 
thor of it, but that there were many lines in it of 
which he ſhould not be aſhamed.” And he might 
have added, nor of the whole performance.” 
The late ingenious Mr. Hervey, in a letter to 

Mr. Boxs x, dated Auguſt 8, 1747, ſays, Give me 
leave to,add my acknowledgements for the peruſal of 
your poem, entitled DEITVY. It is a noble piece, 
quite poetical, truly evangelical, and admirably fitted 
to alarm and comfort the heart, to delight and im- 
prove the reader- I muſt deſire to read it again.“ 
And in a letter to a friend, dated June 7, 1759, 
ſpeaking of the lame poem, he ſays, I really 

think 
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think it is as uſeful and fine a piece of poetry as wet 
in the Engliſh language.] ſo much admire it, that 
I have inſenſibly as it were got it by heart. God 
grant that it may be influential on every reader.“ 

Mr. Borst was the ſon of a diſſenting miniſter at 
DusBLiN. He was born in the year 1708. As he 
was intended for the miniſtry, he was ſent at the age 
of eighteen, to the Univerſity of GLas6ow. But 
in leſs than a year he married a tradeſman's daughter 
of that city. This interrupted his ſtudies, and im- 


mediately after he became wholly dependent on his 
father. By a ſeries of extravagancies, he ſoon ſquan- 


dered away a little eſtate which had ſupported his fa- 


ther and family, ſo that the old man in his laſt ſick- 


neſs was intirely ſupported by preſents from his con- 
gregation, and buried after his death at their expence. 
In 1726, and 1731, Mr. Bovsk wrote ſeveral poems 

which gained him much credit. He was careſſed by 
ſome of the firſt families in Scotland, and by them 
recommended to the patronage of ſeveral noblemen 
of the firſt rank in England. Among other men of 
learning, Mr. PopęE was one to whom * was ſtrongly 
recommended. However, by negleQting the many 
favorable opportunities he had of preferment, and by 


a life of indolence and extravagance, he was, about 


the year 1740, reduced to ſuch an extremity of hu- 
man wretchedneſs, that he had neither ſhirt, coat, 


nor any other kind of apparel to put on. The ſheets 


in which he lay were carried to the pawnbroker's ; 
and he was obliged to be confined to his bed with no 
other 
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other covering than a blanket. . He ſupported him- 
ſelf ſix weeks in this diſtreſsful ſituation, by writing 
verſes for the magazines; and muſt certainly have 
continued in it much longer, if he had not been re- 
lieved by the generoſity of ſome gentlemen who knew ' 
him to be a man of parts. In the latter part of his 
life, his behavior was more decent than it had for- 
merly been, which induced his friends to hope, that 
in the evening of life a reformation might be ex- 
pected. 

Among the many friends who generouſly contri- 
buted to his relief, he was in a peculiar manner in- 
debted to the liberality of Mr. SanDBy, who, in order 
to make proviſion for his future wants, employed 


him to tranſlate a treatiſe on the EXISTENCE of Gop, 


written in French by the ARcuBisHoP of CamBRayY. 
Mr. BorsE, however, did not live to complete his 
undertaking, as he left behind him three ſheets un- 
finiſhed. He died in the performance of this work 

with a pen in his hand, as he fat in his bed ina garret 


in White Friars, and was afterwards buried at the 


expence of the pariſh +. - | 

Thus, after many years ſpent in indolence od 
extravagance, this unhappy man was reduced to 
the loweſt ebb of human wretchedneſs, In the early 
and middle part of life, he had many pleaſing proſ- 


+ For this account, I am partly indebted to the writer of the Bio- 
graphical Dictionary, and partly to Mr. Sandby, who was well acquainted 
with Mr. Boyſe, and a witneſs of that wretchedneſs and miſery to which 
he was at laſt reduced, 


pects 


goo 
pects of advantage. His friends were numerous and 
+ reſpectable; but his extreme indolence was fuch, 
that it induced him to neglect thoſe favorable oppor- 
tunities which providence pointed out for his affiſt- 
ance and relief. This was certainly the ſureſt way 
[1 | to forfeit the regard of thoſe who had been his warmeſt 
vt friends; and no doubt, the loſs of their favors, added 
"tt | to his own imprudent conduct, reduced him to the 
| ſtate we have deſcribed. | 
N In theſe circumſtances, it is probable, he was firſt 
3. ; brought to lament the follies of his life. Adverſity, 
il - though a hard, is yet a kind inſtructor. Proſperity, 
if; though calculated to excite our gratitude and pro- 
14 | mote our happineſs, is not in general fo ſucceſsful. 
+\Þ And a conſideration ſimilar to this might induce the 
Lord once to ſay, I will go and return to my place, 
till they acknowledge theiroffence and ſeek my face; 
and then to add © in their affliction they will ſeek 
me early,” I truſt this was indeed the caſe with Mr. 
KJ Boyſe: but that the candid reader may be enabled to 
N determine for himſelf, I will tranſcribe a letter which 
bil he wrote a little before his death to Mr, Hervey. 
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Reverend and dear Sir, 


bl: 3 OR your tender admonitions and excellent ad- 
1 vice, I am truly indebted to you; as they 
« diſcover a generous and compaſſionate concern for 
© my better part.— I bleſs God I have reaſon to hope, 
« that great work is not to do; for of all the marks 

0 


3 
<« of infatuation I know amongſt men, there can be 
* none equal to that of 5 to a death- bod re- 
c pentance. | 
“I do not pretend to vindicate my own condudt— 
&« nor can J ever forget the very chriſtian ſenſe of my 


condition and misfortunes, which (notwithſtand- 


© ing all my miſbehavior) you have ſo pathetically 
cc exprefled.— The follies of my youth have furniſhed 
ce 2 plentiful harveſt of reflection for my latter years; 
« as I have now been for a long time in a manner 
ce buried from the world, ſo it has been my endeavor 


<< to ſpend that time in lamenting my paſt errors, and 


< in purſuing a courſe of life void of offence towards 
« God and man. | N 

] have learnt to truſt in God as my only portion, 
<« to bleſs him for his Fatherly corrections, which 
ce have been much gentler than my demerit; and by 
ce which I have been taught to know him and myſelf; 
© his infinite mercy and goodneſs ; my own ingrati- 
© tude and unworthineſs, ſo that I may truly ſay 


“ with the returning prodigal, „ Father, I have 


se {inned againſt heaven, and againſt thee, and an 
© not worthy to be called thy ſon.” 

„My health is in a very precarious ſtate ; and the 
* greateſt hopes of recovery I have (which are very 
< (mall) ariſe from warm weather and the country 
* air,—I thank God I am abſolutely reſigned to his 
* holy and bleſſed will. I have ſeen enough of the 
„ vanity and folly of earthly things, and how infut- 
« ficient they are to ſatisfy the deſires of an immor- 

. 


[ai 
& tal ſoul. I am ſenſible of my own wretchedneſs 


& and nothingneſs, and that my only hope of ſalva- 
te tion is through that bleſſed Redeemer, who died to 


© fave loſt ſinners. —This is my rock of hope againſt | 


ee an approaching eternity. 

% May you long, Sir, taſte thoſe true and unfad- 
& j ing pleaſures, which attend the practice of reli- 
gion and virtue; and may you, by your ſhining 


© example, be a means of turning many to righte- 


< ouſneſs: this is the ſincere and ever grateful wiſh 
T7 of 


195 Your moſt obliged, and 
2 faithful ſervants 


8. BOYSE.” 


Any inaccuracies in the courſe of this work, that 


| Have eſcaped my notice, I muſt intreat the candid 


and impartial reader to excuſe. To convey pleaſure 
and inſtruction in the dreſs of poetry, was my deſign 


in making this collection. And if my endeavors are 


ſucceſsful, I ſhall think myſelf more than paid for 
all my trouble.---The whole I commit into the hands 
of God; praying that it may be inſtrumental for the 


| promotion of * * in the ſpread of religion and 


virtue. 
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Do thou, who from the altar's living fire 
Ifaiah's tuneful lips didſt once inſpire, 


From my dark mind diſpel the dubious gloom ; 


p 


DIVINE any MORAL SUBJECTS, 


DF EFT YA PO R 


BY THE LATE MR. SAMUEL BOYSE, 


[ROM earth's low proſpects, and deceitful aims, 
From wealth's allurements, and ambition's 

The lover's raptutes, and the hero's views, [dreams, 
All the falſe joys miſtaken man purſues, 

The ſchemes of ſcience, the delights of wine, 

Or the more pleaſing follies of the Nine! 
Recall, fond bard, thy long enchanted fight, 
Deluded with the viſionary light! 

A nobler theme demands thy facred ſong, 

A theme beyond or man's or angel's tongue ! 

A theme ! that ſhould the nobleſt warmth impart 
To animate the ſoul, and warm the heart! 

But oh, alas! unhallow'd and profane; 
How ſhalt thou dare to raiſe the heavenly ſtrain ? 


Come to my aid, celeſtial ſpirit, come ; 


„ 


My paſſions ſtill, my purer breaſt inflame, 
To ſing that God from whom exiſtence came; 
Till heaven and nature in the concert join, 
And own the author of their birth divine. 


I. ETERNITY. 


Whence ſprung this glorious frame, or whence 
The various forms the univerſe compole ? [aroſe 
From what almighty cauſe, what myftic ſprings 
Shall we derive the origin of things? 

Sing heavenly guide ! whoſe all-efficient light 
Drew dawning planets from the womb of night ! 
Since reaſon, by thy ſacred dictates taught, 

Adores a power beyond the reach of thought. 

Firſt caufe of cauſes ! fire ſupreme of birth 

Sole light of heaven ! acknowledg'd life of earth ! 
W hoſe word from nothing call'd this beauteous whole, 
This wide- expanded all from pole to pole ! 

W ho ſhall preſcribe the boundary to thee ? 

Or fix the æra of eternity | 

Should we, deceiv'd by error's ſceptic glaſs, 


Admit the thought abſurd—that nothing was ! 


Thence would this wild, this falſe concluſion flow, 


That nothing rais'd this beauteous all below! 


When from diſcloſing darkneſs ſplendor breaks, 
Aſſociate atoms move, and matter ſpeaks |! 
When non-exiſtence burſts its cloſe diſguiſe, 
How blind are mortals ?—not to own the ſkies ! 
. If 


le, 


W., 


If 


TY 
If one vaſt void eternal held its place, 
Whence ſtarted time? or whence expanded ſpace ! 
What gave the ſlumbering maſs to feel a change ? 
Or bid conſenting worlds harmonious range ! 
Could nothing link the univerſal chain ? 
No, *tis impoſſible, abſurd and vain ! 
Here reaſon its eternal author finds, 
The whole who regulates, unites, and binds, 
Enlivens matter, and produces minds 
Inactive chaos ſleeps in dull repoſe, 
Nor knowledge thence, nor free volition flows ! 
A nobler ſource thoſe powers etherial ſhow, 
By which we think, deſign, reffect, and know; 
Theſe from a cauſe ſuperior date their riſe, 
*© Abſtract in eſſence from material ties.“ 
An origin immortal, as ſupreme, 
From whoſe pure day, celeſtial rays ! they came: 
In whom all poſſible perfections ſhine, 
Eternal, felf-exiſtent, and divine! 
From this great ſpring of uncreated might | 
This all-reſplendent orb of vital light ! 
Whence all created beings take their riſe, 
Which beautify the earth, or paint the ſkies ! 
Profuſely-wide the boundleſs bleſſings flow, 
Which heaven enrich, and gladden worlds below! 
Which are no leſs, when properly defin'd, 
Than emanations of th' eternal mind! 
Hence triumphs truth beyond objection clear 
(Let unbelief attend, and ſhrink with fear ) 

A 2 That 
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That what for ever was muſt ſurely be 
Beyond commencement, and from period free; 
Drawn from himſelf his native excellence, 
His date eternal, and his ſpace immenſe ! 

And all of whom that man can comprehend, 
Is, that he ne'er begun, nor cer ſhall end. 

In him from whom exiſtence boundleſs flows, 
Let humble faith its ſacred truſt repoſe ; 
Aſſur'd, on his eternity depend, 

« Eternal father | and eternal friend !” 
Within that myſtic circle ſafety ſeek, 

No time can weaken, and no force can break ; ' 
And, loſt in adoration, breathe his praiſe, 
High rock of ages, ancient fire of days 
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Thus recogniz'd, the ſpring of life and thought 
Eternal, ſelf-exiſtant, un-begot ! 
Approach, celeſtial muſe ! th' empyreal throne, 
And awfully adore th* exalted one 
In nature pure, in place ſupremely free, 
And happy in eſſential unity! 
Bleſs'd in himſelf, had from his forming hand 
No creatures ſprung to hail his wide command ; 
Bleſs'd, had the ſacred fountain ne'er run oer, 
A boundleſs ſea of bliſs, that knows no ſhore ! 
Nor ſenſe can two bright origins conceive, 
in "me reaſon two eternal Gods believe! 
| | Could 
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„ 
Could the wild Manichæan own that guide, 
The good would triumph, and the ill ſubſide! 
Again would vanquiſh'd Arimanius bleed, 
And darkneſs from prevailing light recede | 
In different individuals we find, 
An evident diſparity of mind; 
Hence ductile thought a thouſand changes gains, 
And actions vary as the will ordains ; 
But ſhould two beings, equally ſupreme, 
Divided power, and parted empire claim; 
How ſoon would univerſal order ceaſe ! 
How ſoon would diſcord harmony diſplace ? 
Eternal ſchemes maintain. eternal fight, 
Nor yield, ſupported by eternal might! ? 
Where each would uncontrol'd his aim purſue, 
The links diſſever, or the chain renew; 
Matter from motion croſs impreſſions take, 
As ſerv'd each power his rival's power to break, 
While neutral chaos, from his deep receſs, 
Would view the never-ending ftrife increaſe, 
And bleſs the conteſt which ſecur'd his peace 
Or new creations would oppoling rite, 
With elemental war to blot the ſkies | 
And round wild uproar and confuſion hurl'd, 
Would veil the heavens, and waſte the ruin'd world, 
Two independent cauſes to admit, 
Deſtroys religion, and debaſes wit; 
The firſt by ſuch an anarchy undone, 
The laſt acknowledges its ſource but one, 
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1 
As from the main the mountain rills are drawn, 


That wind irriguous thro' the flowery lawn; 
So, mindful of their ſpring, one courſe they keep, 


it Exploring, till they find their native deep! 
| } | Exalted power ! inviſible, ſupreme, 
1 | Thou ſovereign ſole unutterable name 
Tit As round thy throne thy flaming ſeraphs ſtand, 
1 And as they touch the lyre with trembling hand, 
1 Too weak thy pure effulgence to behold, 
aj With their rich plumes their dazzled eyes infold : ; 
þ Tranſported with the ardors of thy praiſe, 9 
0 | The holy ! holy! holy! anthem raiſe ! -Þ 
yl | To them, reſponſive, let creation ſing, - 
"0 Thee, indiviſible eternal king 3 


2 6 * 3 
4 5 


1 III. SPIRITUALITY, ; 
oy O ſay, celeſtial muſe ! whoſe purer birth, 
"Ay Diſdains the low material ties of earth ! 


By what bright images ſhall be defin'd 


C ͤ anno. nn Ot 22ND Do o 
N CY oi G4 ed 7 4 1 > +. % hs — 88 4 17 

rs RE . . . NRG BO gy Lo be 
= BOS ns. * an one een Fd eG WE r 
. AED ICI EO oy and - oy, oy FS IN 


The myſtic nature of th* eternal mind? | 1 | 
Or how ſhall thought the dazzling height explore, 5 | 
Where all that reaſon can—is to adore | = 
That God's an immaterial eſſence pure, = ] 
Whom figure can't deſcribe, nor parts immure = ; 
Incapable of paſſions, impulſe, fear, 5 ] 
In good pre-eminent, in truth ſevere : - ] 
Unmix'd his nature, and ſublim'd his powers, 5 8 
4 


From all the groſs allay which tempers ours ; 


In whoſe clear eye the bright angelic train 
Appear ſuffus'd with imperfection's ſtain ! 
Impervious to the man's—or ſeraph's eye, 
Beyond the ken of each, exalted high ! 
Him would in vain material ſemblance feign, 
Or figur'd ſhrines the boundleſs God contain; 
Object of faith !—he ſhuns the view of ſenſe, 
Loſt in the blaze of ſightleſs excellence 
Moſt perſect, moſt intelligent, moſt wiſe, 
In whom the ſanctity of pureneſs lies; 
In whoſe adjuſting mind the whole is wrought, 
Whoſe form is ſpirit! and whoſe eſſence, thought! 
Are truths inſcrib'd by wiſdom's brighteſt ray, 
In characters that gild the face of day! 
Reaſon confeſs'd (howe'er we may diſpute) 
Fix'd boundary] diſcovers man from brite ; 
But dim to us, exerts its fainter ray, 
Depreſs'd in matter, and allied to clay | 
In forms ſuperior kindles leſs confin'd, 
Whoſe dreſs is æther, and whoſe ſubſtance mind; 
Yet all from him, ſupreme of cauſes, flow, 
To him their powers and their exiſtence owe; 
From the bright cherub of the nobleſt birth, 
To the poor reaſoning glow-worm plac'd on earth ; 
From matter then to ſpirit {till aſcend, | 
Thro' ſpirit ſtill refining, higher tend; 
Purſue, on knowledge bent, the pathleſs road, 
Pierce thro' infinitude in queſt of God! 
Still from thy ſearch, the centre {till ſhall fly, 
Approaching ſtill—thou never ſhalt come nig)! 
A 4 So 
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So its bright orb, th” aſpiring flame would join, 
But the vaſt diſtance mocks the fond deſign. 
If he almighty ! whoſe decree is fate, 
Could, to diſplay his power, ſubvert his ſtate ; 
Bid from his plaſtic hand a greater riſe, 
Produce a maſter ! and reſign his ſkies ! 
Impart his incommunicable flame, 
The myſtic number of th' eternal name 
Then might revolting reaſon's feeble ray, 
Aſpire to queſtion God's all- perfect day | 
Vain taſk | the clay in the directing hand, 
The reaſon of its form might ſo demand, 
As man preſume to queſtion his diſpoſe, 
From whom the power, he thus abuſes, flows. 
Here point, fair muſe ! the worſhip God requires, 
The ſoul inflam'd with chaſte and holy fires |! 
Where love celeſtial warms the happy breaſt, 
Where from ſincerity the thought's expreſs'd ; 
W here genuine piety and truth refin'd, 
Reconſecrate the temple of the mind : 
With grateful flames the living altars glow, 
And God deſcends to viſit man below, 


IV. OmMNIPRESENCE, 


Thro' the unmeaſurable tracts of ſpace, 
Go, muſe divine ! and preſent godhead trace; 
See where by place, uncircumſcrib'd as time, 


He reigns extended, and he ſhines ſublime ! 
| Should'ſ 
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Should'ſt thou above the heaven of heavens aſcend, 
Could'ſt thou below the depth of depths deſcend ; 
Could thy fond flight beyond the ſtarry ſphere, 
The radiant morning's lucid pinions bear; | 
There ſhould his brighter preſence ſhine confeſs'd, 
There his almighty arm thy courſe arreſt : 
Could'ſt thou the thickeſt veil of night aſſume, 
Or think to hide thee in the central gloom ; 

Yet there, all patient to his piercing ſight, 
Darkneſs itſelf would kindle into light : 

Not the black manſions of the filent grave, 
Nor darker hell from his perception ſave ; 

What power, alas! thy footſteps can convey 
Beyond the reach of omnipreſent day? 

In his wide graſp, and comprehenſive eye, 
Immediate, worlds on worlds unnumber'd lie : 
Syſtems inclos'd in his idea roll, | 

W hoſe all-informing mind directs the whole: 
Lodg'd in his view, their certain ways they know ; 
Plac'd in that ſight from whence can nothing go. 
On earth his footſtool fix'd, in heaven his ſeat ; 
Enthron'd he ditates—and his word is fate. 

Nor want his ſhining images below, 

In ſtreams that murmur, or in winds that blow; 
His ſpirit broods along the boundleſs flood, 

Smiles in the plain, and whiſpers in the wood; 
Warms in the genial ſun's enlivening ray, 
Breathes in the air, and beautifies the day; 

Steals on our footſteps whereſoe' er we go, 

And yields the pureſt joys we taſte below. 


Should 
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Or the faint purpoſe dawns within the heart, 
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Should man his great immenſity deny, 


Man might as well uſurp the vacant ſky : 

For were he limited in date, or view, 

Thence were his atttibutes imperfect too; 
His knowledge, power, his goodneſs, all confin'd, 
And loſt the notion of a ruling mind : 
Feeble the truſt, and comfortleſs the ſenſe, 
Of a defective partial providence : 

Boldly might then his arm injuſtice brave, 

Or innocence in vain his mercy crave ; 
Dejected virtue lift its hopeleſs eye, 

And deep diſtreſs pour out the heartleſs ſigh ; 
An abſent God no abler to defend, 

Protect, or puniſh, than an abſent friend ; 
Diftant alike our wants or griefs to know, 

To eaſe the anguiſh, or prevent the blow; 

Tf he, ſupreme director, were not near, 

Vain were our hope, and empty were our fear; 


Vnpuniſh'd vice would o'er the world prevail, 


And unrewarded virtue toil—to fail! 

The moral world a ſecond chaos turn, 

And nature for her great ſupporter mourn | 
Even the weak embryo, ere to life it breaks, 
From his aigh power its ſlender texture takes; 
While in his book the various parts inroll'd 
Increaſing, own eternal wiſdom's mould. 


Nor views he only the material whole, 


But pierces thought, and penetrates the ſoul ! 
Ere from the lips the vocal accents part, 


His 
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His ſteady eye the mental birth perceives, 

Ere yet to us the new idea lives : 

Knows what we ſay—ere yet the words proceed, 

And ere we form th' intention, marks the deed, 

But conſcience, fair vicegerent-light within, 

Aſſerts its author, and reſtores the ſcene ; 

Points out the beauty of the govern'd plan, 

And vindicates the ways of God to man.” 

Then ſacred muſe, by the vaſt proſpect fir'd, 

From heaven deſcended, as by heaven inſpir'd; 

His all- enlightening omnipreſence own, 

Whence firſt thou feel'ſt thy dwindling preſence 

His wide omniſcience, juſtly grateful, ſing, [known ; 

Whence thy weak ſcience prunes its callow wing! 

And bleſs th' eternal, all-informing ſoul, 

Whoſe fight pervades, whoſe knowledge fills the 
whole. 
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V. IMMUTABILITY. 
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As the eternal and omniſcient mind, 
By laws not limited, nor bounds confin'd, 
Is always independent, always free, 
Hence ſhines eonfeſs'd immutability 
Change, whether the ſpontaneous child of will, 
Or birth of force, — is imperfection ſtill. 
But he, all- perfect, in himſelf contains 


Power ſelf-deriv'd, for from himſelf he reigns ! 
If, 
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If, alter'd by conſtraint, we could ſuppoſe, 


That God his fix'd ſtability ſhould loſe F 
How ftartles reaſon at a thought ſo firange | * I 
What power can force omnipotence to change ? 1 
If from his own divine productive thought, / 
Were the yet ſtranger alteration wrought; -. P 
Could excellence ſupreme new rays acquire? 1 
Or ſtrong perfection raiſe its glories higher ? R 
Abſurd !—his high meridian brightneſs glows, 4 
Never decreaſes, never overflows |! T 
Knows no addition, yields to no decay, 81 
The ſacred blaze of inexhauſtleſs day 81 
Below, thro? different forms does matter range, A 
And life ſubſiſts from elemental change, T 
Liquids condenſing, ſhapes terreſtrial wear, A 
Earth mounts in fire, and fire diſſolves in air; V 
While we, enquiring phantoms of a day, H. 
Inconſtant as the ſhadows we ſurvey, T 
With them, along time's rapid current paſs, At 
And haſte to mingle with the parent maſs ; Ti 
But thou, eternal Lord of life divine! Sh 
In youth immortal ſhalt for ever ſhine |! As 
No change ſhall darken thy exalted name, An 
From everlaſting ages ſtill the ſame. 
If God, like man, his purpoſe could renew, 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo ; 
Deſponding faith would droop its cheerleſs wing, 
Religion deaden to a lifeleſs thing : ] 
Where could we, rational, repoſe our truſt, Ye 
But in a power immutable as juſt ? Yo 
| How Yo! 
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How judge of revelation's force divine, 

If truth unerring gave not the deſign; 
Where, as in nature's fair according plan, 
All ſmiles benevolent and good to man. 
Plac'd in this narrow clouded ſpot below, 
Darkly we ſee around, and darkly know! 
Religion lends the falutary beam, 
That guides our reaſon thro? the dubious gleam ; 
Till ſounds the hour !—when he who rules the fkies, 
Shall bid the curtain of omniſcienee rife ! 

Shall diſſipate the miſts that veil our ſight, 
And ſhow his creatures—all his ways are right ! 
Then, when aſtoniſh'd nature feels its fate, 

And fetter'd time ſhall know its lateſt date! 
When earth ſhall in the mighty blaze expire, 


Heaven melt with heat, and worlds diſſolve in fire! 
The univerſal ſyſtem ſhrink away, 
And ceaſing orbs confeſs th* almighty ſway : 
Immortal he, amidſt the wreck ſecure, 

Shall fit exalted, permanently pure! 

As in the ſacred buſh, ſhall ſhine the ſame, 
And from the ruin raiſe a fairer frame. 


VI. OMNIPOTENCE. 


Far hence, ye viſionary charming maids, 
Ye fancied nymphs that haunt the Grecian ſhades 
Your birth, who from conceiving fiction drew, 
Your ſelves producing phantoms as untrue ; 


But 
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But come, ſuperior mule ! divinely bright, 
Daughter of heaven; whoſe offspring {till are light; 3 
O condeſcend, celeſtial ſacred gueſt, 

To purge my ſight, and conſecrate my breaſt; 
While I preſume omnipotence to trace, 

And ſing that power, who peopled boundleſs ſpace, 
Thou preſent wert, when forth th* Almighty rode, 
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While chaos trembled at the voice of God : 5 

Thou ſaw'ſt, when o'er th* immenſe his line he drew, 5 
When nothing from his word exiſtence knew: 26s Le 
His word, that wak'd to life the vaſt profound, : Ye 
While conſcious light was kindled at the ſound: Re 
Creation fair ſurpriz'd th' angelic eyes, In 
And ſovereign wiſdom ſaw that all was wiſe: ＋ 
Him, ſole almighty nature's book diſplays, "TN 
Diſtinct the page, and legible the rays: | Th 
Let the wild ſceptic his attention throw > Go 
To the broad horizon, or earth below; Z Ret 
He finds thy ſoft impreſſions touch his breaſt, '$ Th 
He feels the God,—and owns him unconfeſs'd : = 
Should the ſtray pilgrim, tir'd of ſands and ſkies, 5 Th 
In Lybia's waſte behold a palace riſe, Ane 
Would he believe the charm from atoms wrought ? . Or 
Go, atheiſt, hence, and mend thy juſter thought. 5 Wh 
What hand, almighty architect! but thine, * Aro 
Could give the model of this vaſt deſign | ? = The 
What hand but thine adjuſt th' amazing whole? = The 
And bid conſenting ſyſtems beauteous roll : | | Ort 
W hat hand but thine ſupply the ſolar light? - 
1 


For ever waſting, yet for ever bright : 
What 
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What hand but thine the azure convex ſpread? 
What hand but thine trace out the ocean's bed? 
To the vaſt main the ſandy barrier throw, 
And with that feeble curb reſtrain the foe ? 
What hand but thine the wintry flood aſſwage, 
Or ſtop the tempeſt in its wildeſt rage? 
Thee infinite] what finite can explore? 
Imagination ſinks beneath thy power; 
Thee could the ableſt of thy creatures know, 
Loſt were thy unity, for he were Thou; 
Vet preſent to all ſenſe thy power remains, 
Reveal'd in nature, nature's author reigns : 


In vain would error from conviction fly, 


Thou every where art preſent to the eye : 


The ſenſe how ſtupid, and the ſight how blind, 


That fails this univerſal truth to find ? 
Go !—all the ſightleſs realms of ſpace ſurvey, 
Returning, trace the planetary way ; 
The ſun, that in his central glory ſhines, 
While every planet round his orb inclines ; 
'Then at our intermediate globe repoſe, 
And view yon lunar ſatellite that glows ! 
Or caſt along the azure vault thy eye, 
When golden day enlightens all the ſky ; 
Around behold earth's variegated ſcene, 
The mingling proſpects, and the flowery green; 
The mountain's brow, the long extended wood, 
Or the rude rock that threatens o'er the flood ; 
And fay, are theſe the wild effects of chance ? 
Oh ſtrange effect of reaſoning ignorance !- 

| Nor 
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Nor power alone confeſs'd in grandeur lies; * 
The glittering planet, or the painted ſkies ; A 
Equal, the elephant's or emmet's dreſs, T 
The wiſdom of omnipotence confeſs ; 
Equal; the cumbrous whale's enormous maſs, 5 . Ac 
With the ſmall inſect in the crouded graſs ; : V. 
The mite tliat gambols in its acid ſea, 1 An 
In ſhape a porpus, tho? a ſpeck to thee! 1 Tl 
Even the blue down the purple plum ſurrounds, 3 An 
A living world, thy failing ſight confounds ! A Th 
To him a peopled habitation ſhows, T | WI 
Where millions taſte the bounty God beſtows ! Ho 
Great lord of life, whoſe all- controuling might Na 
Thro' wide creation beams divinely bright; | Wt 
Nor only does thy power in forming ſhine, Ane 
But to annihilate, dread king! is thine. Wh 
Shouldſt thou withdraw thy itill-ſupporting hand, Anc 
How languid nature would aftoniſh'd ſtand |! Hoy 
Thy frown night's ancient empire would reſtore, Hoy 
And raiſe a blank—where ſyſtems ſmil'd before. Wh 
See in corruption, all-ſurprizing ſtate, And 
How ſtruggling life eludes the ſtroke of fate; 85 How 
Shock'd at the ſcene, tho' ſenſe averts its eye, Z Thy 
Nor ſtops the wonderous proceſs to deſcry; _ F Obe 
Vet juſter thought the myſtic change purſues, The 
And with delight almighty wiſdom views; = 
The brute, the vegetable world ſurveys, 5 
Sees life ſubſiſting even from life's decays: Tre | 


Mark there, ſelf-taught, the penſile reptile come, 
Spin his thin ſhroud, and living build his tomb 
With 


Ne 
8 


1 

With conſcious care his former pleaſures leave, 

And dreſs him for the buſineſs of the grave: 

Thence, paſs'd the ſhort-liv'd' change, renew'd he 
ſprings, 

Admires the ſkies, and tries his painted wings: 

With airy flight the inſect roves abroad, 

And ſcorns the meaner earth he lately trod, 

Thee, potent, let deliver'd Iſrael praiſe, 

And to thy name their grateful homage raiſe : 

Thee, potent God! let Egypt's land declare, 

Which felt thy juſtice, awfully ſevere : 


How did thy frown benight the ſhadow'd land? 


Nature revers'd, how own thy high command? 
When jarring elements their uſe forgot, 

And the ſun felt thy overcaſting blot : 

When earth produc'd the peſtilential brood, 
And the foul ſtream was crimſon'd into blood : 
How deep the horrors of that awful night ! 

How Rrong the terror, and how wild the fright ! 
When o'er the land thy ſword vindictive paſt, 
And men and infants breath'd at once their laſt ! 


How did thy arm thy favour'd tribes convey, 


Thy light, conducting, point th' amazing way 

Obedient ocean to their march divide, 

The watery wall diſtinct on either ſide; 

While thro' the deep the long proceſſion led, 

And ſaw the wonders of the oozy bed! 

Nor long they march'd, till blackening in the rear, 

The vengeful tyrant and his hoſt appear; 
| B Plunge 
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Plunge down the deep, —the waves thy nod obey, 
And whelm the threatening ſtorm beneath the ſea. 
Nor yet thy power thy choſen train forſook, 
When thro' Arabia's ſands their way they took; 
By day thy cloud was preſent to the ſight, 

Thy fiery pillar led the march by night ; 

Thy hand amidſt the waſte their table ſpread, 
With feather'd viands, and with heavenly bread : 
When the dry wilderneſs no ſtreams ſupplied, 
Guſh'd from the yielding rock the vital tide : 
What limits can omnipotence confine |! 
What obſtacles reſtrain thy arm divine! 

Since ſtones and waves their ſettled laws forego, 
Since ſeas can harden, and fince rocks can flow ? 
On Sinai's top the muſe, with ardent wing, 

The triumphs of omnipotence would ſing, 

When o'er its airy brow thy cloud diſplay'd, 
Involv'd the nations in its awful ſhade: 

When gloomy darkneſs fill'd its midmoſt ſpace, 
And the rock trembled to its rooted baſe ; 

Yet there thy majeſty divine appear'd, 
There ſhone thy glory, and thy voice was heard; 

Even in the blaze of that tremendous day, 

Idolatry its impious rites could pay : 


Oh ſhame to thought !—Thy ſacred throne invade, 


And brave the bolt that linger'd round its head, 
VII. WisDpom. 


O thou, who when th' Almighty form'd this all, 
Upheld the ſcale, and weigh'd each balanc'd ball; 
And 
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And as his hand compleated each deſign, 
Number'd the work, and fix'd the ſeal divine; 
O wiſdom-infinite ! creation's ſoul, 

Whole rays diffuſe new luſtre o'er the whole; 
What tongue ſhall make thy charms celeſtial known? 
What hand, fair Goddeſs! paint thee but thy own ? 
What tho' in nature's univerſal ſtore, 

Appear the wonders of almighty power? 

Power unattended, terror would inſpire, 

Aw'd muſt we gaze, and comfortleſs admire. 
But when fair wiſdom joins in the deſign, 

The beauty of the whole reſult's divine. 

Hence life acknowledges its glorious cauſe, 
And matter owns its great diſpoſer's laws; 
Hence in a thouſand different models wrought, 
Now fix'd to quiet, now allied to thought ; 
Hence flow the forms and properties of things, 
Hence riſes harmony, and order ſprings, 

Elſe had the maſs a ſhapeleſs chaos lay, 

Nor ever felt the dawn of wiſdom's day. 

See, how aſſociate round their central ſun, 
Their faithful rings the circling planets run; 5 
Still equi-diſtant, never yet too near, 

Exactly tracing their appointed ſphere, 

Mark how the moon our flying orb purſues, 
While from the ſun her monthly light renews ; 
Breathes her wide influence on the world below, 
And bids the tides alternate ebb and flow, 
View how in courſe the conſtant ſeaſons riſe, 
Deform the earth, or beautify the ſkies; | 
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Firſt ſpring advancing, with her flowery train, 
Next ſummer's hand that ſpreads the ſylvan ſcene, 2 
Then autumn with her yellow harveſts crown'd, „ | 
And trembling winter cloſe the annual round. A ( 
The vegetable tribes obſervant trace, 1 N 
From the tall cedar to the creeping graſs: ( 
The chain of animated beings ſcale, 

From the ſmall reptile to th' enormous whale ; 


From'the ſtrong eagle ſtooping from the ſkies, > 
To the low inſect that eſcapes thy eyes: - Þ 
And ſee, if ſee thou can'ſt, in every frame, 2 v 
Eternal wiſdom ſhine confeſs'd the ſame : 7M V 
As proper organs to the leaſt aſſign'd, B 
- As proper means to propagate their kind ; T 
As juſt the ſtructure, and as wiſe the 5. V 
As in this lord of all - debating man Sc 
Hence, reaſoning creature, thy diſtinction find, W 
Nor longer to the ways of heaven be blind. He 
Wiſdom in outward beauty ſtrikes the mind, Ar 
But outward beauty points a charm behind. A] 
1 What gives the earth, the ambient air or ſeas, . Tl 
F The plain, the river, or the wood to pleaſe ? ' Th 
| Oh ſay, in whom does beauty's ſelf reſide, 7. Ete 
The beautifier, or the beautified? = Le 
There dwells the Godhead in the bright diſguiſe, ES An 
Beyond the ken of all created eyes : Th 
: His works our love, and our attention ſteal, Th 
His works (ſurprizing thought |) the maker veil Wh 
Too weak our ſight to pierce the radiant cloud, Th 


Where wiſdom ſhines,” in all her charms avow'd!.. 
| O gra- 
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O gracious God! omnipotent and wiſe, 
- | Unerring Lord, and ruler of the ſkies ; 
5 All condeſcending, to my feeble heart 
One beam of thy celeſtial light impart; 
I ſeek not ſordid wealth, or glittering power, 
O grant me wiſdom—and I aſk no more. 


VIII. PROVIDENCE. 


i As from ſome level country's ſhelter'd ground, 1 
With towns replete, with green incloſures bound, 

_ Where the eye kept within the verdant maze, 

1 But gets a tranſient viſta as it ſtrays: 


The pilgrim to ſome riſing ſummit tends, 
Whence opens all the ſcene as he aſcends; 

So providence the friendly point ſupplies, 
Where all the charms of Deity ſurprize ; 

Here goodneſs, power, and wiſdom, all unite, 
And dazzling glories whelm the raviſh'd ſight, 
Almighty caule ! 'tis thy preſerving care, 
That keeps thy works for ever freſh and fair : 
The ſun, from thy ſuperior radiance bright, 
Eternal ſheds his delegated light, 

Lends to his ſiſter orb inferior day, 

And paints the ſilver moon's alternate ray; 


; 0 Thy hand the waſte of eating time renews, 
| Thou ſhed'ſt the tepid morning's balmy dews; » 
bh When raging winds the blacken'd deep deform, 
I hy ſpirit tides commiſſion'd in the ſtorm ; 
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Bids at thy will the ſlackening tempeſt ceaſe, 2 
While the calm'd ocean ſmooths its ruffled face V 
When lightnings thro? the air tremendous fly, B 
Or the blue plague is looſen'd to deſtroy, T 
Thy hand directs, or turns aſide the ſtroke, V 
Thy word the fatal edict can revoke ; A 
When ſubterraneous fires the ſurface heave, 3 
And towns are buried in one common grave; A 
Thou ſuffer'ſt not the miſchief to prevail, Fr 
Thy ſovereign touch the recent wound can heal. A 
To Zembla's rocks thou ſend'ſt the chearful gleam, Fr 
O'er Lybia's ſands thou pour'ſt the cooling ſtream; ** 
Thy watchful providence or all intends, | See 
Thy works obey their great Creator's ends. W 
And all the ills we feel or bliſs we ſhare, W 
Are tokens of a heavenly Father's care. W. 
When man too long the paths of vice purſued, Per 
Thy hand prepar'd the univerſal flood ; | Th 
Gracious, to Noah gave the timely ſign, A Y 
To ſave a remnant from the wrath divine: 1 h 
One ſhining waſte the globe terreſtrial lay, No 
And the ark heav'd along the troubled ſea; But 
Thou bad'ſt the deep his ancient bed explore, Wh 
The clouds their watery deluge pour'd no more: A 
The ſkies were clear'd, the mountain- tops were ſeen, 4 B 
The dove pacific brought the olive green, 1 
On Ararat the happy patriarch toſt, 42 
Found the recover'd world his hopes had loſt; 0 N 
There his fond eyes review'd the pleaſing ſcene, « © 


'The earth all verdant, and the air ſerene : 


Its 
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Its precious freight the guardian ark diſplay'd, 


While Noah grateful adoration paid : 
Beholding in the many-tinctur'd bow, 
The promiſe of a ſafer world below. 
When wild ambition rear'd its impious head, 
And riſing Babel heaven with pride ſurvey'd ; 
Thy word the mighty labour could confound, 
And leave the maſs to moulder with the ground. 
From the mad toil, while ſocial order ſprung 
A peopled world - diſtinct by many a tongue, 
From thee all human actions take their ſprings, 
The riſe of empires, and the fall of kings: 
See the vaſt theatre of time diſplay'd, 
While o'er the ſcene ſucceeding heroes tread : 
With pomp the ſhining images ſucceed, 
What leaders triumph ; and what monarchs bleed ; 
Perform the parts thy providence aſſign'd, 
Their pride, their paſſions, to thy ends inclin'd: 
A while they glitter in the face of day, | 
Then at thy nod the phantoms paſs away; 
No traces left of all the buſy ſcene, 
But that remembrance ſays,— The things have been ! 
While learning thro' the gloom benighted ſtrays, 
And the dim objects vaniſh as we gaze 
«© But (queſtions doubt) whence ſickly nature feels 
«© The ague-fits her face ſo oft reveals? [ breaſt ? 
* Whence earthquakes heave the earth's aſtoniſh'd 
© Whence tempeſts rage? or yellow plagues infeſt ? 
Whence draws rank Afric her empoiſon'd ſtores ? 
Or liquid hres exploſive /Etna pours ?” 
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3 Go, ſceptic mole ! demand th' eternal cauſe, 1 
; K The ſecret of his all-preſerving laws ? | 3 E 
WB The depths of wiſdom infinite explore, = 
= And aſk thy Maker?—why thou know'ſt no more? = 
ö ; Thy error's {till in mortal things as great, 6 - 
Y | As vain to cavil at the ways of fate, - 
| To aſk why proſperous vice ſo oft ſucceeds, 
Why ſuffers innocence, or virtue bleeds |! 1 
Why monſters, nature muſt with bluſhes own, 2 
1 By crimes grow powerful, and diſgrace a throne ! 8 A 
i= Why ſaints and ſages, mark'd in every age, =_ 
| Periſh, the victims of tyrannic rage! : - 
|| Why Socrates for truth and freedom fel], 1 
i | While Nero reign'd, the delegate of hell! 7 
In vain by reaſon is the maze purſu'd, 
Of ill triumphant, and afflicted good, 
Fix'd to the hold, ſo might the ſailor aim 
To judge the pilot, and the ſteerage blame ; 
7 As we direct to God what ſhould belong, 
! Or ſay that ſovereign wiſ:iom governs wrong. "Y 
Nor always vice does uncorrected go, ; : 'F 
ö | Nor virtue unrewarded paſs below | I 
I Oft ſacred juſtice lifts her awful head, | 
| | And dooms the tyrant and th' uſurper dead; - 
Oft providence, more friendly than ſevere, 9 O 
Arreſts the hero in his wild career; 
Directs the fever, poinard, or the ball, T. K. 
By which an Amnon, Charles, or Cæſar fall: 1 Tu 
Or when the curſed Borgias * brew the cup Z 3 W 
For merit bids the monſters drink it up; x An 
* Pope Alexander VI, and his ſon, Cæſar Borgia. See Mr, Gordon's 5 
Hiſtory. | On 
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God's high tribunal ſhall majeſtic riſe, 


Whether thy hand the plenteous table ſpread, 


Whether or wealth or honours gild the ſcene, 


3 
On violence oft retorts the cruel ſpear, 

Or fetters cunning in its crafty ſnare; 
Relieves the innocent, exalts the juſt, 

And lays the proud oppreſſor in the duſt! 
But faſt as time's ſwift pinions can convey, 
Haſtens the pomp of that tremendous day, 
When to the view of all created eyes, 


When the loud trumpet ſhall aſſemble round 
The dead, reviving at the piercing ſound |! 
Where men and angels ſhall to audit come, 
And millions yet unborn receive their doom! 
Then ſhall fair providence, to all diſplay'd, 
Appear divinely bright without a ſhade; 

In light triumphant all her acts be ſhown, 
And bluſhing doubt eternal wiſdom own | 
Mean while, thou great intelligence ſupreme, 
Sovereign director of this mighty frame, 
Whoſe watchful hand, and all-obſerving ken, 
Faſhions the hearts, and views the ways of men, 
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Or meaſure ſparingly the daily bread ; = 


Or wants deform, and waſting anguiſh ſtain ; 

On thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 

Bleſs'd in the care of thy approving eye! 

Know that thy providence, their conſtant friend, 
Thro' life ſhall guard them, and in death attend ; 
With everlaſting arms their cauſe embrace, 

And crown the paths of picty with peace. 


IX. Goop- 


Wh 
(46-4 4 
IX, GooDNEss. 1 | 
Ye Seraphs who God's throne encircling ſtill, 1 ” 
With holy zeal your golden cenſers fill; 3 
Ye flaming miniſters to diſtant lands 3 : 
Who bear, obſequious, his divine commands; = 
Te Cherubs, who compoſe the ſacred choir, ; : 
Attuning to your voice th' angelic lyre |! I ; 
Or ye, fair natives of the heavenly plain, = n 
Who once were mortal—now a happy train! I p 
Who ſpend in peaceful love your joyful hours, : | 
In bliſsful meads and amaranthine bowers, [2 : N 
Oh lend one ſpark of your celeſtial fire - = 
Oh deign my glowing boſom to inſpire ! | CR © 
And aid the muſe's unexperienc'd wing, : 1; 
While goodneſs, theme divine, ſhe ſoars to ſing ! 3 0 
1 Tho! all thy attributes divinely fair, i R 
. Thy full perfection, glorious God ! declare; A 
3K Yet if one beam's ſuperior to the reſt, | 3 | 
| Oh let thy goodneſs faireſt be confeſs'd ! * 3 d © 
;Þ As ſhines the moon amidſt her ſtarry train, 0 
| As breathes the roſe amongſt the flowery ſcene, 1 8 
As the mild dove her filver plumes diſplays, 3 ” 
So ſheds thy mercy its diſtinguiſh'd rays, [3 T 
This led, Creator mild, thy gracious hand = v 
When formleſs chaos heard thy high command; . A 
When pleas'd, thine eye thy matchleſs works review'd, = 0 
And goodneſs, placid, ſpoke that all was good ! T G 
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Nor only does in heayen thy goodneſs ſhine, 
Delighted nature feels its warmth divine; 
The vital ſun's illuminating beam, 

The ſilver creſcent, and the ſtarry gleam ; 
As day and night alternate they command; 
Proclaim this truth to every diſtant land. 
See ſmiling nature, with thy treaſures fair, 
Confeſs thy bounty and parental care; 
Renew'd by thee, the faithful ſeaſons riſe, 
And earth with plenty all her ſons ſupplies, 


As nightly thro? the foreſt walks they roar, 
From thee, Almighty Maker, ſeek their prey, 
Nor from thy hand unfed depart away : 
To thee, for meat the callow ravens cry, 
Supported by thy all-preſerving eye : 
From thee, the feather'd natives of the plain, 
Or thoſe who range the field, or plough the main, 
Receive, with conſtant courſe, th* appointed food, 
And taſte the cup of univerſal good; 
Thy hand thou open'ſt, million'd myriads live; 
Thou frown'ſt, they faint; — thou ſmil'ſt, and they 
On virtue's acres, as on rapine's ſtores, [revive ! 
See heaven impartial deal the fruitful ſhowers |! 
«© Life's common bleſſings all her children ſhare,” 
Tread the ſame earth, and breathe a general air! 
Without diſtinction, boundleſs bleſſings fall, 
And goodneſs, like the ſun, enlightens all ! 
Oh man, degenerate man! offend no more! 
Go, learn of brutes thy Maker to adore ! 

| Shall 
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Shall theſe, thro' every tribe, his bounty own, Z 2 
Of all his works, ungrateful thou alone ! 4Þ 
Deaf when the tuneful voice of mercy cries, 'E 1 
And blind, when ſovereign goodneſs charms the eyes 1 
Mark, even the wretch his awful name blaſphemes, = 7 
His pity ſpares—his clemency reclaims |! | - 
Obſerve his patience with the guilty ſtrive, 3 1 
And bid the criminal repent and live; 5 4 
Recal the fugitive with gracious eye, 5 8 
Beſeech the obſtinate, he would not die! 5 sS y 
Amazing tenderneſs amazing moſt, 1 A 
The ſoul on whom ſuch mercy ſhould be loſt ! - B 
But would'ſ thou view the rays of goodneſs join = Ss 
In one ſtrong point of radiance all divine ! 4 
Behold, celeſtial muſe ! yon eaſtern light; : 1 V 
To Beth'lem's plain, adoring, bend thy fight! . F v 
Hear the glad meſſage to the ſhepherds given, "8 P. 
«© Good-will on earth to man, and peace in heaven.“ | 4 B. 
Attend the ſwains, purſue the ſtarry road, —_ Ka 
And hail to earth the Saviour and the God! | 5 3 R 
Redemption ! oh thou beauteous myſtic plan! ; 1 C: 
Thou ſalutary ſource of life to man | wm A 
What tongue can ſpeak thy comprehenſive grace! Þ O 
What thoughts thy depths unfathomable trace! 1 W 
When loſt in ſin our ruin'd nature lay, 1 0 
When awful juſtice claim'd her righteous pay : 3 (C 
See the mild Saviour bend his pitying eye, 4 Fr 
And ſtops the lightning juſt prepar'd to fly ! 48 Lo 
(O ſtrange effect of unexampled love!) Re 
View * deſcend the heavenly throne above; I 


Patient, 


N. 
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Patient, the ills of mortal life endure, 

Calm, tho' revil'd, and innocent, tho' poor! 
Uncertain his abode, and coarſe his food, 

His life one fair continued ſcene of good: 

For us ſuſtain the wrath to man decreed, 

The victim of eternal juſtice bleed! | 
Look, to the croſs the Lord of life is tied, 

They pierce his hands, and wound his ſacred ſide ! 


See, God expires | our forfeit to atone, 
| While nature trembles at his parting groan ! 


Advance, thou hopeleſs mortal, ſteel'd in guilt, 
Behold, and if thou can'ſt, forbear to melt! 


Shall Jeſus die thy freedom to regain, 


And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain ? 

Wilt thou refuſe thy kind aſſent to give, 

When breathleſs he looks down to bid thee live ! 

Perverſe, wilt thou reject the proffer'd good 

Bought with his life, and ſtreaming in his blood ! 

Whole virtue can thy deepeſt crimes efface, 

Reheal thy nature, and confirm thy peace! 

Can all the errors of thy life atone, 

And raiſe thee from a rebel—to a fon ! 

O bleſt Redeemer, from thy ſacred throne, 

Where ſaints and angels fing thy triumphs won! 

When, from the grave thou rais'd thy glorious head, 

(Chain'd to thy car the powers infernal led) 

From that exalted height of bliſs ſupreme, 

Look down on thoſe who bear thy ſacred name; 

Reſtore their ways, inſpire them by thy grace 

Thy laws to follow, and thy ſteps to trace; 
Thy 
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Thy bright example to thy doctrine join, 

And by their morals prove their faith divine. 
Nor only to thy church confine thy ray, 

Ober the glad world thy healing light diſplay; 
Fair ſun of righteouſneſs ! in beauty riſe, 

And clear the miſts that cloud the heathen ſkies ! 
To Judah's remnant, now a ſcatter'd train, 
Thou great Mefſiah ! ſhow thy promis'd reign ; 
O'er earth as wide, thy faving warmth diffuſe, 
As ſpreads the ambient air, or falling dews, 


And haſte the time when, vanquiſh'd by thy power, 


Death ſhall expire, and fin defile no more 


X. RECTITUDE. 


Hence diſtant far, ye ſons of earth profane, 
The looſe, ambitious, covetous, or vain ; 
Ye worms of power! ye minion'd ſlaves of ſtate, 
The giddy vulgar, and the ſordid great! 
But come ye purer ſouls from droſs refin'd, 
The blameleſs heart and uncorrupted mind! 
Let your chaſte hands the holy altars raiſe, 
Freſh incenſe bring, and light the glowing blaze; 
Your grateful voices aid the muſe to ſing, 
The ſpotleſs juſtice of th* almighty king! 1 
As only rectitude divine he knows, 
As truth and ſanctity his thought n ; 
So theſe the dictates which th' eternal mind, 
To reaſonable beings has aflign'd ; 

_ Theſe 
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Theſe has his care on every mind impreſs'd; f 

The conſcious ſeals the hand of heaven atteſt ! | ! 

When man perverſe, for wrong forſakes the right, 7 

He ſtill attentive keeps the fault in fight ; 

Demands that ſtrict atonement ſhould be made, 

And claims the forfeit on th' offender's head! 

But doubt demands—** why man diſpos'd this way ? 

« Why left the dangerous choice to go aftray ? 

& Tf heaven that made him did the fault foreſee, 

« Thence follows, heaven is more to blame than he. 

No :—had to good the heart alone inclin'd, 

W hat toi], what prize had virtue been aſſign'd? 

From obſtacles her nobleſt triumphs flow, 

Her ſpirits languiſh, when ſhe finds no foe ! 

Man might perhaps have been ſo happy fill, 

Happy, without the privilege of will, 

And juſt becauſe his hands were tied from ill ! 

O wonderous ſcheme to mend th' almighty plan, 

By ſinking all the dignity of man! 

Yet turn thine eyes, vain ſceptic, own thy pride, 

And view thy happineſs and choice allied ; 

See virtue from herſelf her bliſs derive, 

A bliſs, beyond the power of thrones to give; 

See vice of empire and of wealth poſſeſs'd, 

Pine at the heart, and feel herſelf unbleſs'd. 

And ſay, were yet no farther marks aſſign'd, 

Is man ungrateful ? or is heaven unkind ? 

© Yes, all the woes from heaven permiſlive fall, 

5 'Thewretch adopts— the wretch improves them all.“ 
From 
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From his wild luſt, or his oppreſſive deed, 


Rapes, battles, murders, ſacrilege proceed; 
His wild ambition thins the peopled earth,“ 
Or from his avarice famine takes her birth ; 
Had nature given the hero wings to fly, 

His pride would lead him to attempt the ſky ! 
To angels make the pigmy's folly known, 
And draw ev'n pity from th' eternal throne. 


Yet while on earth triumphant vice prevails, 
_ Celeſtial juſtice balances her ſcales ; 


With eye unbiaſs'd all the ſcene ſurveys, 

With hand impartial every crime ſhe weighs; 
Oft, cloſe purſuing at his trembling heels, 

The man of blood her awful preſence feels; 
Oft, from her arm, amidſt the blaze of ſtate, 
The regal tyrant, with ſucceſs elate, 

Is forc'd to leap the precipice of fate 

Or, if the villain paſs unpuniſh'd here, 

*Tis but to make the future ſtroke ſevere ; 

For ſoon or late, eternal juſtice pays 

Mankind the juſt deſert of all their ways. 

Tis in that awful all-diſcloſing day, 

When high omniſcience ſhall her books diſplay ; 
When juſtice ſhall preſent her ſtrict account, 
While conſcience ſhall atteſt the due amount; 
That all who feel, condemn'd, the dreadful rod, 


Shall own, that righteous are the ways of God! 


Oh then, while penitence can fate diſarm, 
While lingering juſtice yet with-holds its arm, 
| While 


a „ 1 
9 | While heavenly patience grants the precious time, fl 
Let the loſt ſinner recollect his crime | jj 

1 1 


Immediate to the ſeat of mercy- fly, 

Nor wait to-morrow—leſt to- night he die 

p But tremble, all ye fons of blackeſt birth, 

Ve giants that deform the face of earth; 

> Tremble, ye ſons of aggravated guilt, 

And, ere too late, let ſorrow learn to melt; 
Remorſeleſs Murder ! drop thy hand ſevere, 
And bathe thy bloody weapon with a tear ; 

Go, Luſt impure ! converſe with friendly light, 
And quit the manſions of defiling night; 
Drop, dark Hypocriſy, thy thin diſguiſe, 

Nor think to cheat the notice of the ſkies ! 
Unſocial Avarice, thy graſp forego, 

And bid the uſeful treaſure learn to flow; 
Reſtore, Injuſtice, the defrauded gain ! 
Oppreſſion, bend to eaſe the captive's chain, 

Ere awful juſtice ſtrike the fatal blow, 
And drive you to the realms of night below! 

But Doubt reſumes, ** If juſtice has decreed 
«© The puniſhment proportion'd to the deed ; 
Eternal miſery ſeems too ſevere, 

Too dread a weight for wretched man to bear! 
+ Too harſh !—that endleſs torments ſhould repay 

Ihe crimes of life—the errors of a day!“ 

In vain our reaſon would preſumptuous pry ; 

= God's counſels are beyond conception high: 

In vain would thought his meaſur'd juſtice ſcan ; 

nile His ways! how different from the ways of man! 
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Too deep for thee his ſecrets are to know, 
Enquire not, but more wiſely ſnun the woe; 
Warn'd by his threatenings, to his laws attend, 


And learn to make omnipotence thy friend! 1 
Our weaker laws, to gain the purpos'd ends, v 
Oft paſs the bounds the lawgiver intends : T T 
Oft partial power, to ſerve its own deſign, = WV 
Warps from the text, exceeding reaſon's line; = wv 
Strikes, biaſs'd, at the perſon, not the deed, 680 
And ſees the guiltleſs unprotected bleed! = «a. 
But God alone, with unimpaſſion'd ſight, Ar 
Surveys the nice barrier of wrong and right; dh 
And while, ſubſervient, as his will ordains, T} 
Obedient nature yields the preſent means ; Bo 
While neither force nor paſſions guide his views, 

Ev'n evil works the purpoſe he purſues ! 

That bitter ſpring, the ſource of human pain, 

Heal'd by his touch does mineral health contain 

And dark affli tion quits its fearſome ſhroud ] 
At his command, and brightens into good, Da 
Thus human juſtice—(far as man can go) His 
For private ſafety ſtrikes the dubious blow ; WI 
But rectitude divine, with nobler ſoul, Bef 
Conſults each individual in the whole ! Th 
Directs the iſſues of the mortal ſtrife, WI 
And fees creation ſtruggle into life! No 

And you, ye happier ſouls ! who in his ways All 

Obſervant walk, and ſing his daily praiſe! vn 
Ye righteous few | whoſe calm unruffled breaſts Fee 
No fears can darken, and no guilt infeſts; pale 
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To whom his gracious promiſes extend, | WW 
In whom they centre, and in whom ſhall end, 'N 
Which (bleſt on that foundation ſure who build) A 
Shall with eternal juſtice be fulfill'd: 

Ye ſons of life, to whoſe glad hope is given 

The bright reverſion of approaching heaven, 
With grateful hearts his glorious praiſe recite, 
Whoſe love from darkneſs call'd you out to light; 
So let your piety reflective ſhine, 

As men may thence confeſs his truth divine 
And when this mortal veil, as ſoon it muſt, 
Shall drop, returning to its native duſt ; 

The work of life, with approbation done, 
Receive from God your bright immortal crown! 


IX. GLORY. 


But, oh adventurous muſe, reſtrain thy flight, 
Dare not the blaze of uncreated light! 

His praiſe proclaim, ye monſters of the deep, 
Who in the vaſt abyſs your revels keep! 

Before whoſe glorious throne, with dread ſurprize, 

Th' adoring ſeraph veils his dazzled eyes; 

Whoſe pure effulgence, radiant to exceſs, 

No colours can deſcribe, or words exprels ! 

All the fair beauties, all the lucid ſtores, 

Which o'er thy works thine hand reſplendent pours ; 
Feeble thy brighter glories to diſplay, 

Pale as the moon before the ſolar ray!“ 
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See on his throne the Hebrew monarch plac'd, 3 
In all the pomp of the luxuriant eaſt ! 9 
While mingling gems a borrow'd day unfold, -Y 
And the rich purple waves, emboſs'd with gold; C 


Yet mark this ſcene of painted grandeur yield 


To the fair lily that adorns the field ! | | 4 


Obſcur'd, behold that fainter lily lies, 
By the rich bird's * inimitable dyes ; 


Yet theſe ſurvey, confounded and undone | * 


By the ſuperior luſtre of the ſun; 
That ſun himſelf withdraws his leſſen'd beam 
From thee, the glorious author of his frame! 
Tranſcendent power! ſole arbiter of fate! 
How great thy glory ! and thy bliſs how great ! 
To view from thine exalted throne above, 
(Eternal ſource of light, and life, and love!) 
Unnumber'd creatures draw their ſmiling birth, 
To bleſs the heavens, or beautify the earth ; 
While ſyſtems roll, obedient to thy view, 
And worlds rejoice—which Newton never knew 
Then raife the ſong, the general anthem raiſe, 
And ſwell the concert of eternal praiſe ! | 
Aſſiſt, ye orbs that form this boundleſs whole, 
Which in the womb of ſpace unnumber'd roll ; 
Ye planets, who compoſe our leſſer ſcheme, 
And bend, concertive, round the ſolar frame; 
Thou eye of nature, whoſe extenſive ray 
With endleſs charms adorns the face of day, 
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Conſenting raiſe th' harmonious joyful ſound, 
And bear his praiſes thro' the vaſt profound: 
His praiſe, ye winds, that fan the chearful air, 
Swift as ye paſs along your pinions bear! 

His praiſe let ocean thro? her realms diſplay, 
Far as her circling billows can convey | 


His praiſe, ye miſty vapours, wide diffuſe, 


In rains deſcending, or in milder dews |! 

His praiſes whiſper, ye majeſtic trees, 

As your tops ruſtle to the vocal breeze 

His praiſe around, ye flowery tribes exhale, 

Far as your ſweets embalm the ſpicy gale ! 

His praiſe, ye dimpled ſtreams, to earth reveal, 
As pleas'd ye murmur thro? the flowery vale ! 

His praiſe, ye feather'd choirs, diſtinguiſh'd ſing, 
As to your notes the tuneful foreſts ring ! 


Or ye, fair natives of our earthly ſcene, 


Who range the wilds, or haunt the paſture green 
Nor thou, vain lord of earth, with careleſs ear, 
'The univerſal hymn of worſhip hear! 

But ardent, in the ſacred chorus join, 

Thy ſoul tranſported with the taſk divine 

While by his works th' Almighty is confeſs'd, 
Supremely glorious, and ſupremely bleſs'd! 

Great Lord of life] from whom this humble frame 
Derives the power to ſing thy holy name, 

Forgive the lowly muſe, whoſe artleſs lay 

Has dar'd thy ſacred attributes ſurvey |! 

Delighted oft thro? nature's beauteous field 


Has ſhe ador'd thy wiſdom bright reveal'd ; 
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Oft have her wiſhes aim'd the ſecret ſong, 

But awful reverence ſtill with-held her tongue: 
Vet as thy bounty lent the reaſoning beam, + 
As feels my conſcious breaſt thy vital flame; 
So, bleſt Creator, let thy ſervant pay 

His mite of gratitude this feeble way, 

'Thy goodneſs own, thy providence adore ! 

He yields thee only—what was thine before. 


EPIGRAM ON ISAIAH LI. ii. *,* 


«© HE HATH NO FORM NOR coMELINE SSS] AND WHEN WE SHALL 
SEE HIM, THERE IS NOBEAUTY THAT WE SHOULD DESIRE HIM.“ 


O forms of beauty in that more than Man ! 
The Exp and AUTHOR of redemption's plan: 

No outward charms, no earthly regal ſway, 

To tempt the noble or allure the gay: 

His marred viſage no ſoft boſom fires, 

Nor with fond love the yielding heart infpires, 


But wiſer ſouls, on that deep furrow'd brow, 


See ſhining truth in livelieſt colours glow ; 
See all they want, and all they wiſh'd is there, 
And own him LoveLY—altogether FAIR 


ON 
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ON THE LOVE OF CHRIST, 


IDST various mercies that exalted ſhine, 
And loudly ſpeak their origin divine, 

Is there one law that animates the whole, 

Warms the full heart, and pierces to the ſoul ? 
Which every fear can from the breaſt remove, 
And flaſh conviction on the doubting love? 

Love, powerful law, can every joy impart, 
Pierce to the ſoul, and warm the raptur'd heart. 

O, while my ſong purſues this love of thine, 
Make it, my SAVIOUR, like the theme, divine! 
While thus I bow the heart, and bend the knee, 
And look with ardent love, my God, to thee, 
Bid unbelief forſake this doubting breaſt, 

And reign triumphant my indulgent gueſt. 

Ere the great Fiat gave the world its birth, 
Smooth'd the clear ſky, or form'd the rolling earth, 
Love is, and ſhall be (wonder and adore !) 
When worlds ſhall fall, and time ſhall be no more, 
This bright perfection of th' eternal mind, 
Strikes thro? all nature, nor by aught confin'd. 
Bright as the ſun its generous courſe it runs, 


And finds the meaneſt of earth's humble ſons. 


Here, how redemption ſtrikes the mental fight 
In a full blaze, and majeſty of light ! 
I ſee the ſcene!—th? expiring God I ſee ! q 


Behold, he dies !—and oh! he dies for me 
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This, this is love; your ſongs, ye angels, j Join, 
Ye angels, wonder at this love divine; 
Oh, could my ſoul each glowing thought improve, 
Like: you I'd worſhip, and like you I'd love. 

Why points the deiſt to the hero's death *, 
Careleſs of life, and prodigal of breath? 

What tho? midſt warring crouds his life he ends, 
And dies to fave his country and his friends ? 
Behold this Lord of life, what love he ſhews |! 
He dies, he ſuffers, for his greateſt foes. 

Here while on earth what acts of love he wrought! 
*T was love he practis'd, as *twas love he taught. 
Hear the great Lord of All his orders give, 

And teach admiring legions how to live. 

Whilewond'ring crouds the heavenly word admire, 

Hang on his lips, and catch his ſacred fire, 
This ardent throng, oh! let me humble join, 
Imbibe each accent, make each precept mine, 
Deep in my heart ſow ev'ry heav'n-born thought, 
And ftrive to practiſe what my Saviour taught. 

< Should mean diſdain or inſolence of pride, 

& Vex thee with curſes, or with ſcoffs deride ; 

< Should thy fierce foe, with never-ceaſing ſtrife, 

% Fix the deep wound, and perſecute thy life, 

t Yet then, e'en then—oh, hear the heavenly ſound |! 

“ Bleſs while they curſe, forgive them while they 
«© wound; 

« For them with ardor to thy God repair, 

For them pour forth the fervent ſoul in prayer.“ 


* See the frontiſpiece to Hervey's Meditations, 
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Can J at this my eager praiſe with-hold ? 
Hear this, ye deaf; ye blind in heart, behold |— 
Oh, inexhauſted love] oh, boundleſs theme 
That flows for ever one unruffled ſtream | 
Thy wid'ning proſpects, endleſs lengths I ſee, 
I look, adore, and loſe myſelf in thee. 
Do thou, my Saviour, Lord of life and love, 


Hear my faint voice, oh hear it, and approve, 


To thee my lab'ring ſoul can only raiſe 
Imperfect thoughts, and impotence of praiſe, 


At ſight of thee her pow'rs diſſolve away, 


And faint beneath th' intolerable day. 


Oh, fill my ſoul, my God, with love of thee, 


Bright, holy, laſting, ardent let it be. 
Give me for man a generous love like thine, 
And as its author perfect let it ſhine, 


ON HOS E A xiv. v. *,* 
VIII BE AS THE DEW UNTO ISRAEL,” 
[ſhed, 
HEN foſt' ring dews their moiſt'ning influence 


Enfeebl'd nature rears her drooping head; 
The pregnant bud unfolds its balmy ſtore, 


And burſting into life, becomes a flower! 


Thus heavenly grace like ſoft deſcending dews, 
The feeble ſoul of man with ſtrength renews |! 

Expands the heart where ſeeds divine are ſown, 
And breathes a life congenial with its own ! 
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The thunder- forger, and the god of ſong, 
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On the EXCELLENCE of SACRED POESY. 
BY MR, TOOKE. 


Coup the muſe now ſwell with DAvip's fire, - 
And praiſe her God with IsRAEL's ſacred choir, 
Extol his greatneſs in JESSEIAN ſtrains, 

And ſound his goodneſs with the HEBREw ſwains |! = | 
What bard would bend to great Apollo's ſhrine, = 
Or aſk the aſſiſtance of th' inſpiring Nine? 3 
No more with pray'rs Parnaſſus would reſound, 
And who would tread on Heliconian ground ? - 
On HomeR's plumes what bard would wiſh to ſoar, 3 
Or hope, on them, ſuch giddy hEights t' explore? 1 2 
Thoſe Dædalean wings would prove but vain 1 


To bear the poet through the wide domain. 


The Roman lyre would then remain unſtrung, 
And Maro's work would never more be ſung. 
HoRacE would ſlcep in everlaſting night, 


And Ovip's tables would contempt excite, - 3 
His empty godſhip, Great Olympic Jove, 3 


With all the fabled deities above; 
Adult'rous Venus, and Alcides Wong, 


Would dwel! in filence : their celeſtia! ears 
Would reſt unweary'd with their vot'ries pray'rs. 
JEnovan's praiſe ſhould all our harps employ, 
Inſpire our verſe, and elevate our joy; 

Still 
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Still adding wonders to the riſing theme, 


For he's a Gop, above the gods, ſupreme |! 


Borne on the plumes of holy rapture's wing, 

We'd join the choir where ardent ſeraphs ſing ; 

With AARON, Miriam, and the Man oF Gop, 

Who ſmote the ſea, and dry'd it, with his rod; 

Where JosHUAa, DEB'RAH, and the HoLy KIN q, 

Shout loud Hos ANNAHs till the planets ring! 

We'd ſwell the praiſes of the bleſs'd above, 

And ardent ftrive to reach their burning love ! 

Extol AL-SHADI, and exalt his name, 

Chaunt o'er his mercies, and his works proclaim, 
O for divine IsA1an's tuneful tongue 

To fing the bleſſings of JEHovan's Son ! 


To ſound EMMANUEL'S praiſe thro' worlds unknown, 


Until my anthems reach'd his Father's throne ! 
To ſhout forth pardon to returning man, 

And tell the glories of redemption's plan | 
Declare ſalvation to a fallen race, 
Undone by nature, but reſtor'd by grace ! 


To ſing of JzsvUs, and his wond'rous love! 


How he deſcended from the realms above ! 
How he forſook his FATHER's bleſt abode, 
Aſſum'd the Man, diſrob'd himſelf of God! 
Of Jews rejected, and by men deſpis'd, 
Who bore their fins, and was for them chaſtis'd ! 
Each nerve ſhould join, each faculty rejoice 
To praiſe the SAVIOUR with its ſtrongeſt voice! 
I'd rouze the CHERUB with my ardent ſong, 
And light freſh fire upon a SERAPH's tongue | 
I | My 
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My matin praiſes ſhould begin the day, | 1 9 
And end but with the ſun's declining ray! 9 


But this is bliſs too great for man to know, 1 
To ſing to God, with angels hymns below! 3 
Let us adore him for his holy law, | | 
And act the precepts which from thence we draw! 
With rev'rence read his holy mandate through, 
Drink of that balm, and catch that healing dew ! 


This will at laſt exalt our ſeats on high, 2 1 


Where we ſhall praiſe him through eternity. 
All praiſe and glory unto Gop belong, 5 
He aids my verſe, *tis he inſpires my ſong. £ 
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AY, paſling friend, why read the ſculptur'd tomb? 
Why view in me thy ſwift purſuing doom? 


Each fleeting moment chides thy longer ſtay, ; z 15 


And ſpeaks thee mortal, ere it glides away. 

I once, like thee, too prodigal of time, 
Miſ-ſpent the dawning of life's early prime; 
But mighty GRAcE my devious ſteps purſu'd, 
And all the vices of fond youth ſubdu'd : 

In ſwift ſucceflion, DEATH, with haſty ſtride, 


Soon ſtopt the progreſs of life's flowing tide : b iy 


With friendly hand confirm'd my ſweet employ, 
And ſtampt immortal all my future joy. 
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3 A COMPARISON 

9 3 ON SEEING A SHIP LOST IN THE DOWNS, #*,# 
1 HE vent'rous merchant, fill'd with hopes of gain, 

5 Riſks all his fortune on yon faithleſs main: 

5 Deep freighted veſſels hoiſt the ſpreading ſail, 

5 And ſmoothly ſcud before the wafting gale. : 


2 1 But lol the ſkies, prophetic, ſpeak aloud 


"y Of threat'ning winds in yon now diſtant cloud. 
1 The ſkilful ſailor, mindful of his ftore, - 

1 Swift drops the ſail which he juſt rais'd before. 
” But all in vain=the boiſt'rous winds ariſe, 
5 A And foaming ſurges daſh the low'ring ſkies ! 
SGWee, loſt the maſt—and now the rudder gone, 
a The ſteerleſs bark faſt drives reſiſtleſs on. 
T | On pointed rocks, 1o! ſtrikes the foundering keel, 

4 1 And o'er the hatches the ſtunn'd ſailors reel! 

x f | That heavy blow, alas! their fate decides, 

1 | And the wreck'd veſlel into halves divides : 

A Behold ! ſhe finks—with her th' intruſted ſtore, 


Which late enrich'd the owner's calmer ſhore : 
Both buried lie in that deep wat'ry grave, 
Nor ſhip nor cargo could weak mortals ſave. 
The chriſtian, thus, on life's tempeſtuous ſea, 
3 Explores the climes of vaſt eternity; 
On ſwelling waves behold him troubl'd roll; 


= Himſelf the BakK—the FREIGHT his precious ſoul ! 
Fl Now adverſe providence—now pale diſeaſe, 
1 Now pain and anguiſh the toſt veſſel ſeize ; 
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(. 4 3 
Like bluſt'ring winds, or foaming billows riſe, - 
And ſtrike reſiſtleſs their long-beaten prize: 
To ſhun the ſtroke, or heal the fatal blow, 
Friends and phyſicians their kind aid beftow ! 
But all in vain—aflictions ſtil]. purſue, 
The force of nature and of art ſubdue ; 
Like ruſhing ſeas, attack the weary'd breath, 
And drive his veſſel on the Rocks of DEATH. 
Now, loſt the BaRK—but where's her precious 
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More choice than pearls or Ophir's golden ore? [ſtore, _ = 

That freight of nature on the ſea of time, _ 

Convey'd to mortals and from clime to clime | 2 

Lo! from the wreck—th” immortal treaſure bore; _ 

And now ſafe landed on th' eternal ſhore : $ 2 

The gracious owner view'd th' aſſaulted prize, = | F 

Saw ſwelling waves and each foul blaſt ariſe : ] 

Saw threat'ning dangers ere they came too near, U 

And ſav'd the CARGO he firſt truſted there. / 

EC 1 : 

ON THE CHILDREN OF ISRAEL'S PASSAGE OUT E / 

OF EGYPT, | 1 4 

| [ ſu'd - : g 0 

HEN Egypt's king God's choſen tribes pur- 3” 

In chryſtal walls th* admiring waters ſtood ; ec 

When thro? the deſart wild they took their way, 44 

The rocks relented, and pour'd forth a ſea. 1 F 

What limits can Almighty goodneſs know, — T 

Since ſeas can harden, and fince rocks can flow! ö 9 C 
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LOVE TO CHRIST. Jonn xx1. xvii. 


BY MISS STEEL, 


{ponents Lord, before whoſe awful eye, 
All undiſguis'd, thy creatures actions lie; 

Thou ſeeſt my heart through every winding maze, 
Each ſecret thought thy piercing glance ſurveys, 
My. Saviour God—and can I call thee mine ? 


Can I each idol-vanity reſign ? 


Can I to thee appeal without a fear, 

Thou know'ft I love thee with a flame ſincere ? 
Alas! I doubt my vile deceitful heart; 

Back from my lips the half-form'd accents ſtart : 
A thouſand meaner objects ſhare my love, 
From thee, from thee, my fooliſh paſſions rove : 
My conſcious ſoul ſhrinks at the ſolemn teſt, 
And yet I fain would hope, I love thee beſt! 

I fain would hope! unworthy, baſe return! 
Can it be love, and yet fo faintly burn? 

Didſt thou forſake thy radiant courts on high, 
And freely lay thy dazzling glories by ? 


Aſſume the human form, and wear the chains 


Of guilty rebels doom'd to endleſs pains? 
Bear all our ſins, remove the pon'drous load 


Of vengeance due from an incenſed God ? 
And bleeding, dying on the croſs, atone 


For mortal crimes in agonies unknown ? 
Touch'd with the melting power of love divine, 
Can I refuſe this worthleſs heart of mine ? 


F See, deareſt Lord, obedient to thy call, ? 
Aſham'd, repentant, at thy feet I fall, 


And would reſign myſelf, my ſoul, my all! j 
O let this ſtubborn heart, this flinty rock, | 


Soften'd by heavenly love, with ſorrow broke, , 
Bath'd in the fountain of thy bleeding veins, 

Be fully cleans'd from all its guilty ſtains: g ; 

Till I can ſay, without a riſing fear, 5 F 

Thou, who know'ſt all things, know'ſt my love : 7 

ſincere, 5 / 

= * 

= - 

1 F 

E PIO N 5 1 

ON HEARING A MINISTER OF THE GOSPEL _ 4 

PREACH, * 0 

HEN Jacob's God arrang'd the prieſtly line, 7 

Atteſting wonders ſhew'd the work divine! 

To ſilence doubt—or Iſrael's louder voice, T 

The BUDDING-RoD on AARON fix'd the choice; H 

So, when the Lord, a faithful ſervant choſe, Gt 

To ſound his goipel and maintain his laws T 

A wonder equal to the fertile rod, T 

Confirm'd the work to be alike from God : A; 


BE Ni almighty Father—guardian of the weak, =” 
Stretch'd forth his arm, and made a BUTToN ſpeak, | ; "T5 
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A RURAL MEDITATION. 
BY MISS STE EI. 


HAT ſoft delight the peaceful boſom warms, 
When nature, dreſt in all her vernal charms, 
Around the- beauteous landſcape ſmiles ſerene, 

And crowns with every gift the lovely ſcene ! 

In every gift the donor ſhines conteſt, 

And heavenly bounty chears the grateful breaſt, { 

Now lively verdure paints the laughing meads, 

And o'er the fields wide-waving plenty ſpreads. 

Here woodbines climb, diſpenſing odours round, 

There ſmiles the pink, with humble beauties crown'd ; 

And while the flowers their various charms diſcloſe, 

Queen of the garden, ſhines the bluſhing roſe, 

The fragrant tribes diſplay their ſweeteſt bloom, 

And every breezy whiſper breathes perfume. 
But this delightful ſeaſon muſt decay 

The year rolls on, and ſteals its charms away, 

How ſwift the gaily tranſient pleaſure flies ! 

Stern winter comes, and every beauty dies. 

The fleeting bliſs, while penſive thought deplores, 

The mind in ſearch of nobler pleaſure ſoars ; 

And ſeeks a fairer PARADISE on high, 

Where beauties riſe and bloom, that never die, 

There winter ne'er invades with hoſtile arms, 


But everlaſting ſpring diſplays her charms : 


CELESTIAL fragrance fills the bleſt retreats, 


Unknown to earth in all her flow'ry ſweets. 
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in FEnraptur'd there the mind unweary'd roves 

(i | Through flow'ry paths, and ever-verdant groves ; 
Such bliſsful groves not HAPPY EDEN knew, 

Nor fancy's boldeſt pencil ever drew. 

74 | No ſun departing, leaves the ſcene to mourn, 

To droop and languiſh for his kind return; 

Or with ſhort viſits chears the wintry hours, 

And faintly ſmiles on nature's drooping powers. 

But there the DEITY himſelf diſplays 

The bright effulgence of his glorious rays ; 

Immortal life and joy his ſmile beſtows, 

And boundleſs bliſs for ever, ever flows. 
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THE BARREN FIG TREE. 
LUKE xIII. VI, &c. *g* 


V barren ſoul, like this unfruitful tree, 

1 Brings forth no fruit of righteouſneſs to thee ; 
Yet, Lord, let me thy kind indulgence ſhare, 
One year at leaſt, if more thou wilt not ſpare, 
Gently diſtil thy grace-prolific ſhowers, 
And ſweetly water all my lifeleſs powers; 
The dormant ſap ſhall then ſpontaneous flow, 
And kindly ſuccour each diſtended bough : 
Each flender twig ſhall then its bloſſoms bear, 
And ſpeak the wonders of thy fertile care, 


WRITTEN 


[TTEN 


WRITTEN ON SEEING A PRINT, ENTITLED, THE 
BAD MAN AT THE HOUR OF DEATH, * 


© WHEN A WICKED MAN DIETH, HIS EXPECTATION SHALL 
PERISH,” PROY, XI, VII, 


OJOURNING here below, immortal man, 
Enjoys the compaſs of life's narrow ſpan; 
Expires to live; yet lives afraid to die, 
Struck with the import of eternity 

Say, whence this fear? or why this awful dread ? 
To ſleep, unnumber'd, with the mouldering dead; 
Why tugs weak nature, with th' expirJng breath, 
To wage a conflict with the conqu'ror Death? 

Or why reluctant yield to his demand, 
Since ſent to execute God's juſt command ? 

"Tis waking conſcience, that ſharp ſcourge within, 
That ſmites and wounds the outward man of ſin; 
*Tis guilt, inflicted on the ſinner's breaſt, 

That robs his boſom of its downy reſt. 

"Tis fin, the parent of eternal ſhame, 

That ſtrikes conviction through the languid frame; 
*Tis this, which ſtands uncancell'd, unforgiv'n, 
That kills his hope, and bars his way to heav'n. 

See, ghaſtly Death, his pointed jav'lin rears, 
And frights the hardy wretch almoſt to tears; 

He ſtarts !—he ſhrinks !—uplifts the trembling hand, 
To ſee the conqu'ror, clad with terror, ſtand, 


Diſtending horrors ſeize the farting eyes, 


And "uu aloud, what want of- ſpeech denies. 
D 2 See 
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My joys ſhe doubles, and divides my grief; 
Thou God of mercy, diſſipate my fears, 


1 


| See how he dies— The ſpeaking nerves proclaim 


What ftrong convulſions rend the tortur'd frame; 
What palſy'd agonies of guilt inſpire, 
When parting nature bids the ſoul retire ! 


THE FOLLOWING LINES WERE WRITTEN BY A GEN=- 
TLEMAN ON HIS WEDDING-DAY, .TWO AND 
THIRTY YEARS AFTER MARRYING HIS WIFE, 
BEING NOW SICK AT BATH, 


ARENT of health, to thee I awful ſue, 
Accept the tribute to thy goodneſs due; 

A thankful heart I on thy altar lay, 

An offering ſacred to this joyful day ! 

Thou haſt with growing mercies bleſs'd my life, 
And ev'ry mercy crown'd in ſuch a wife ; 

As MARTHA Careful, yet as MARY wile, 
Endu'd with all the gifts which huſbands prize : 
If cares ariſe (for who from cares are free?) 
My comforters are near—my God and ſhe; 
My troubled mind in prayer obtains relief, 


And heal the much lov'd clay, thy image bears; 
Confirm her health: in blefling her bleſs me, 
And let the BaTH to her BETHESDA be: 
Heaven has on earth no greater bliſs in ſtore, 
And I no greater, next to heav'n, implore : 
Preſerve her then, my God—I aſk no more! 
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REFLECTIONS AT AN INN BY THE SEA=-SIDE, 
AFTER A DANGEROUS VOYAGE, 


BY THE REV. MR, JONES, VICAR OF CALDICUT. 


RING me, O bring me to my juliet's arms, 
Whoſe beauty glads me, and whoſe virtue charms: 
O ſnatch me ſwift from theſe tumultuous ſcenes, 
To where love knows not what affliction means: 
To where religion, peace, and comfort dwell, 

And chear with heavenly rays my lonely cell: 

To where no ruffling winds, no raging ſeas, 
Diſturb the muſe amidſt her penſive eaſe: 

Each paſſion calm; each mild affection mine; 
Each ſocial grace; each human; each divine; 
Unknown in private, or in public ſtrife, 

Soft ſailing down the placid ſtream of life: 

Aw'd by no terrors, with no cares perplex'd, 


This life my gentle paſſage—to the next: 
Vet if it pleaſe thee beſt thou power ſupreme ! 


To drive my bark thro' life's more rapid ſtream; 
If lowring ſtorms my deſtin'd courſe attend, 
And ocean rage till this black voyage end; 

Let ocean rage—let ſtorms indignant roar, 

I bow ſubmiſſive; and reſign'd, adore; 
Reſign'd, adore ; in various changes try'd, 

Thy own lov'd sox, my anchor, and my guide: 


| Refign'd, adore; whate'er thy will decrce, 


My faith in JESUs, and my hope in thee, | 
D 3 () hap- 
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O happieſt lot ! if thro' a ſea of woes, 
I reach that harbour where the juſt repoſe! 


A THOUGHT IN A GARDEN, 


ECLIN'D I lay, where thro' my garden glides 1 
The ſmooth canal, and laves its verdant ſides, 1 

While, vex'd with ſecret melancholy pain, 

Thus to the glittering mirror I complain: 

e Why, envied ſtream, when you ſo clearly ſhine, 

© Smiles not my boſom as ſerene as thine ? 

«© O whiſper, gliding to my anxious breaſt, 

e Why ſighs it thus, and wiſhes to be bleſt ?” 

Still penſive I complain'd ; th? unanſwering ſtream 


| Still tinkled on, and lull'd me to a dream: 
HIS There I beheld a beauteous nymph ariſe, 
mY Smiling her looks, and languiſhing her eyes; 
1 Startled I know my Partheniſſa's air, : 
Wi | And fly enraptur'd to the promis'd fair, 

148 | So in the new-created Eden plac'd, 


With all th' Almighty's laviſh bounty grac 4, 
God faw the ſolitary Adam grieve, 

And want the ſweet ſociety of Eve; T 

A gentle ſlumber on his eyelids laid, | (© 

And Eve's bleſt image in a dream convey'd. = * 
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The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
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THE HERMIT. 


PARNELL, 


BY DR, 


AR in a wild, unknown to public view, 
From youth to age, a rev'rend hermit grew; 


His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well : 
Remote from man, with God he paſs'd his days, 
Pray'r all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 
A life ſo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
Seem'd heaven itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe; 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey, 
This ſprung ſome doubt of providence's ſway. 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenor of his ſoul is loſt : 
So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſs'd 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaſt ; 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow; 
But if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide 
And glimm'ring fragments of a broken ſun, 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 
To clear this doubt, to know the world by ſight, 
To find if books or ſwains report it right, 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim- ſtaff he bore, 
And fix d the ſcallop i in his hat before; 
D 4 Then 
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Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, A ; 

Sedate to think, and watching each event. - 
The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; : i 


But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 
A youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way: 

His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 

And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 
Then near approaching, Father, hail! he cry'd; 
And, Hail, my ſon, the rev'rend fire reply'd ; 
Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, 
And talk of various kinds deceiv'd the road; 
Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart; 
Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 

Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 

Now ſunk the ſun, the cloling hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey : 
Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe, 

When near the road a ſtately palace roſe : 

There by the moon, thro? ranks of trees they paſs, 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping ſides of graſs. 
It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome 

Still makes his houſe the wand'ring ſtranger's home; 5 
Vet ſtill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 5 


Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. = T 
The pair arrive, the livery ſervants wait, . A 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. Ar 
'The table groans with coſtly piles of food, W 
And all is more than hoſpitably good. T. 


Then 
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Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and heaps of down, 
At length *tis morn, and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
= And ſhake the neighb'ring woods to baniſh ſleep, 
7 Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call, 
- An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall ; 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 

J Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte, 

'd, "IS Then pleas'd and thankful from the porch they go, 


4 And (but the landlord) none had cauſe of woe; 
_ His cup was vaniſh'd; for in ſecret guiſe 
L The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize. 
Þ As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
1 Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
1 Diſorder'd ſtops, to ſhun the danger near, 
Ee Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear: 
7 So ſeem'd the ſire, when far upon the road, 
4 The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd 
fs, He ſtopt with ſilence, walk'd with trembling heart, | 
2 And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part: : 
35 Murm'ring, he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
me; 1 That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 


While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory el ds, 
The changing {ſkies hang out their ſable clouds: 


A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 
And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, - 
* To ſeek for ſhelter at a n ſeat. | 
Then 4 | | Twas 


F175 


*T was built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 
And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around: 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 


Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 


As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew; 
The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhowers began, 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran; 
Here long they knock, but knock and call in vain, 
Driv*n by the winds and batter'd by the rain. 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt; 
(*'T'was then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt.) 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervor thro' their limbs recalls, 
Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with eager wine, | 
(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, - 
A ready warning bid them part in peace, 

With ſtill remark the pond'ring hermit view'd 
In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude; 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf, he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place, 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face, 


When from his veſt the young companion bore 


That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 


And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
The ſtinted kindneſs of his churliſh ſoul ! 


But 
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But now the clouds in airy tumults fly, 

The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky ; 

* A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And glitt'ring as they tremble, chear the day; 
The weather courts them from their poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 
While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom wrought 
With all the travail of uncertain thought; 

His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 

*T was there a VICE, but ſeem'd a madneſs here. 

Deteſting THAT, and pitying THIS, he goes, 

Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows. 

Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky; 

Again the wand'rers want a place to lie, 

Again they ſearch, and find a manſion nigh. 

The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 

And neither poorly low nor idly great : 

It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 

Content, and not for praiſe, but virtue kind, 

Hither the walkers turn their weary feet, 

Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 

Their greeting fair beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 

The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: 

Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 

To him who gives us all, I yield a part; 

From him you come, from him accept it here, 

A frank and ſober, more than coſtly chear. 

He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 

Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed; - 

When 
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When the grave houſhold round his hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 

At length the world renew'd by calm repoſe 
Was ftrong for toil, the dapple morn aroſe ; 


Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant flept, 


And writh'd his neck :—the landlord's little pride 


(O ftrange return!) grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy'd. 

Horror of horrors ! what! his only ſon ; 

How look'd our hermit when the fact was done? 

Not hell, tho” hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 

And breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his heart. 
Confus'd, and ſtruck with filence at the deed, 

He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. 

His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay 

Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the way : 


A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 


Was nice to find; the ſervant went before; 

Long arms of oak an open bridge ſupply'd, 

And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 

The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a TIME to SIN, 

Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 

Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head, 

Then flaſhing turns, and finks among the tend, 
Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 

He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 

Deteſted wretch But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 

When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 


His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet, 


His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; 
Fai air 
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Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair, 


The form etherial burſts upon his ſight, 
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Celeſtial odours breathe in purpled air; 
And wings whoſe colours glitter like the day, 
Wide at his back their dazzling plumes diſplay, 


And moves in all the majeſty of light. ; 
Tho” loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do: 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 
But ſilence here the beauteous angel broke, 
(The voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ſpoke.) | 
Thy prayer, thy praiſe, thy lite to vice unknown, 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne, 
Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, 
And force an angel down to calm thy mind ; 
For this, commiſſion'd I forſook the ſky, 
Nay, ceaſe to kneel—thy fellow-ſervant J. 
Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 
The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, 
In this the right of providence is laid ; 
Its ſacred majeſty thro? all depends, 
On uſing ſecond means to work his ends : 
"Tis thus withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The power exerts his attributes on high ; 
Your actions uſes, nor controuls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. 
What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurprize, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond'ring eyes? 
Yet 
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Yet taught by theſe, confeſs th' Almighty juſt, 

And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt ! 
The great vain man, who far'd on coſtly. food, 

Whole life was too luxurious to be good 

Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 


And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine 


Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 
The mean ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring poor; 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heaven can bleſs, if mortals will be kind ; 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bow], 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head ; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from droſs the ſilver runs below. 
Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 


But now the CHILD half-wean'd his foul from God; 


(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 

And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again, 

To what exceſſes had his dotage run? 

But G0p, to ſave the FATHER, took the 50N;. 

To all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go, 

(And *twas my miniſtry to deal the blow.) 

The poor ſond parent, humbled in the duſt, 

Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt, 
But how had all his fortune felt a wreck, 

Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back | 


I This 


— 
wy 


115 


Bd 
"0 
Dat 
* 
2 
8 
GL) 
8 
oy 
SAR 
= 
+ Ny 
* . 
* 
2 [4 * 
[SL : 
2 
3's 
"1 4 
<4 
. 2 
1 
"I 
PAST, 
2 
LEN ! 
26 ke] 
bs 2: 
—.— 
123 
1 q 
4% 
E200 | 
3 
_ 
O44, 
% 
43h 
RT 
2% 
3 
122 
TW 
IS, 
. 
ea”, 
3 — =? 
r 
2 N 
X35 B - 
4 
Ss, 4 
by 17 * 
Rs 
5 
1 
N 
9 ˙ 
1 
I 
3 
F 
REC 
is 
3 
. 
5 
1760 
© 
LI 
2 
8 
* 
I'S 
- 
-, 
77 
[3 
"of 
226,98 
WP 
I : 
2 
: 
3 
—— 
— 1 
* 
5 
25 
. 
1 
LIA 
_ 
* . 
1 
"= 
- a7 
Z 
vy 
n& 
4 | 
. 
3 
1 
; 
oF 
* 
0 
0 
; 


E 0g 4 


This night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal ; 
And what a fund of charity would fail! 

Thus heaven inſtructs thy mind: this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace, reſign, and ſin no more, 

On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the ſeraph flew: 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high. 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky ; ; 

The fiery pomp aſcending, left the view; 

The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 
The bending hermit here a pray'r begun, 
Lord! as in heaven, on earth thy will be done. 
Then gladly turning ſought his ancient place, 
And ſpent a life of piety and peace. 


AN EXHORTATION. 
«© WATCH.” 


AVE angels ſinn'd, and ſhall not man beware? 
How ſhall a ſon of earth decline the ſnare ? 

Not folded arms, and ſlackneſs of the mind, 
Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind : 
None are ſupinely good: thro? care and pain, _ 
And various arts, the ſteep aſcent we gain, 
This is the ſeat of combat, not of reſt; 
Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt. 
On this ſide death his dangers never ceaſe, 
His Joys are Joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 


SELF 
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SELF ABASEMENTT. 
A SOLILOQUY. 


ILT thou, ſupreme JEHovan ! condeſcend 
To be my guide, my father, and my friend? 
Dare I, thus guilty, once preſume to claim 
Or hope a refuge in thy ſacred name ? 
T, who ſo often from thy precepts ſtray'd, 
Enjoy'd thy gifts, nor grateful homage paid; 
When GRACE and REASON to aſſiſt were near, 
And I, ungrateful, turn'd the deafen'd ear ! 
Thy preſervations are an endleſs train, 
And yet how few in memory remain | 
Thy mercy boundleſs ! as thy love was free, 
No innate cauſe for ſuch regards in me; 
No excellence, no human acts of mine, 
But ere the worlds were, a DECREE of thine ! 
If aught of woRTH my guilty nature claim, 
From IEsv's fide that worth IMPUTED came. 
If great my guilt, redeeming love's more bright, 
f As day more radiant, when oppos'd to night. 
1 Il plead his merits - thence my humble claim, 
| To hope protection in thy ſacred name. 
O, for his ſake, impart thy ſpecial aid, 
While here I traverſe life's declining ſhade ! 
And when my wand'rings end- permit my ſoul. 
To pain thy courts above yon ſtarry pole: 
There with the heavenly hoſt my voice I'Il raiſe, 
To ſing thy wonders, and exalt thy praiſe, 
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ON THE FOLLY OF ATHE!SM. 


OW weak the ATHEI1ST's argument, how odd, 


Who to be happy firſt denies a cop: 
When with too little faith truth to believe, 
Can ſhew too much an error to conceive: 

So inconſiſtent, and his folly ſuch, _ 

He truſts too little, while he- truſts too much, 
A foe profeſs'd to the ALMIGHTY's laws, 
Yet a blind bigot in the DEviL's cauſe; 


He from free-thinking hopes to gain ſome light, 


Thinks free on every ſubject but the right; 

A hint there is a 60D, creates a doubt, 

And prejudice puts weaker reaſon out: 

Of REASON proud, by paſſion rul'd alone, 

Becauſe he'd have no Go, concludes there's none; 
Thinks CHANCE with blind effect nice order brings, 
And harmony from wild confuſion ſprings ; 

Springs of itſelf-—for all ſpontaneous grow, 

And the CREATED are CREATORS too: 

Then IMMORTALITY he“ diſbelieve, 

Yet ſtarts to think he can't for ever live; 

Dreading it true, a future ſtate denies, 

And while he laughs at death, with fear he dies, 
Deſpairing launches to ſome future ſtate, 

REPENTS his folly, but repents too late. 
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Man! wretched man, whom lengthen'd woes attend, 


My hand ſhall beckon, and my wiſh ſhall meet; 
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THOUGHTS ON DEATH. 


4 
* youth, by hope remov'd to diſtant days, 
Death's ſhadowy form no glancing eye diſmays; 
In waneing age, the palſied hand of fear | 
With all his terrors brings the ſpectre near; 6 


Then fancy, ſkilful in the painter's art, 
Shapes the grim feature, and projects the dart. 


Still clings to life, and fears his laſt, beſt friend; 
Of pain and want tenacious, gaſps for breath, 
And tired and reſtleſs dreads the ſleep of death. 
By age, and age's wants, and woes grown wile, 
I view thee, death, tho” near, with placid eyes; 
Thy haſting Wie let ſuperſtition dread, 
And vic, too late repenting, hide her head; 
For me, I find no terrors in thy face, 
Parent of reſt, and miniſter of grace ! 
O!] lead me quickly to the bliſsful ſhore, 
Where fraud and malice ſhall purſue no more, 
With joy the sAa1Lo, long by tempeſts toſt, 
8 preads all his canvas for the riſing coaſt; 
With joy the HIND, his daily labour done, 
Sees the broad ſhadows, and the ſetting ſun ; 
With joy the sLAVE, worn out with tedious woes, 
Beholds the hand that liberty beſtows ; 
So death with joy my feeble voice ſhall orcet, 
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Nordim the path that leads to his abode, 

A 6oD's bright footſteps mark the lucid road! 
O let me trace the kind conducting ray, 

And follow Jeſus to the realms of day. 


ON READING BISHOP WARBURTON's 
SERMONS. 


ET ROME, on man God's image to deface, 
Still deem STUPIDITY a mark of GRACE ; 3 
On ign'rance build what monks devotion name, 
Her FAITH, impiety ; her GLORY, ſhame: 
While prieſt and people ghoſtly commerce hold, 
And pious frauds exchange for finful gold: 
May TRUTH'sS divine invariable ray, 
Still bleſs our iſle with intellectual day. 
HERE, ſtill let wiſdom at each temple wait, 
Trace all our ſtreets, and knock at ev'ry gate. 
Still keep us ſacred as her laſt retreat, 
From fools much cheated, and from knaves who cheat, 
Still teach thy hands to build—a bleſt employ ! 
On KNOWLEDGE virtue, and on VIRTUE joy. 
On reaſon's baſe, to bid religion riſe, 
Till the tall pile ſhall end within the ſkies. 
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ON RECOVERY FROM SICKNESS. 


RACIOUS and bleſt! how mall the muſe aſpire, 

Feeble and tuneleſs to attempt the lyre ; 
How in apt ſtrains thy boundleſs goodneſs ſing, 
Thou dread jEHovAn, eatth's celeſtial king? 
If from the grave redeem'd, again I view 
The world as from its chaos form'd anew ; 
And my dim eyes reſtor'd again ſurvey, 
As from my tomb, the half forgotten day; 
What grateful praiſe ſhall I unceaſing give, 
Who thus am rais'd by thine own hand to live? 
ALMIGHTY SIRE ! thy mercy boundleſs flows, 
And like ETERNITY no period knows ; 
Proſtrate I fall, and at thy feet adore, 
Had I an angel's voice I'd praiſe thee more; 
Yet thou my humble gift wilt not contemn, 
Nor from a BANKRUPT's hand expect a GEM ; 
Tho? mean the giver, and his preſent ſmall, 
He beſt aſpires to. pleaſe, who offers all. 
Great LoRD of all—let me thy band revere, 
And ſpeak thy praiſes with becoming fear; 
Thy wonders for ungrateful ISRAEL ſhown, 
Confeſs thee 60D, OMNIPOTENT alone, 
What power but thine could the wide ſea command, 
And change its yielding waves to ſolid ſand ? 
Thro' barren waſtes unnumber'd lives ſuſtain, 


Where the leaſt ſuſtenance was ſought in vain: 
N The 


0 


| 1 69 J 

The heavens did food for their refreſhment yield, 
And a rich banquet ſpread the grainleſs field; rage) 
Murm'ring thro” drought (provok'd with righteous 
Thou-bad'ſt the flinty Rock their thirſt aſſuage; 
The ſtubborn Rock did thy dread will obey, - 
And at thy word diſſolv'd in ſtreams away ! 
Swift JORDAN's ſtream did at thy word divide, 
And ſtood a watery mount on either fide ; 
Thy tribes its dry foundations firmly bore, 
And gave ſafe paſſage to the farther ſhore, 

On themes like theſe my muſe would gladly dwell, . 
And to the world jEHOVAH's wonders tell; 
At his command conſuming lightnings fly, 
And thunders roll along the troubled ſky. 
On him blue plagues and hoſts of deaths attend, 
And to his ſov'reign charge obſequious bend: 
Yet MAN, preſumptuous rebel to his laws, 
Dares impiouſly oppoſe his ſacred cauſe ; 
By vice enſlay'd, and to himſelf ſevere, 
Raſhly he braves the doom he ought to fear; 
Blind to his Cop, he flights RELIG1ON's call, 
And chuſes rather, obſtinate to fall. | 
RELIGION ſmiling, waits with open arms, 
A heavenly miſtreſs full of ſweeteſt charms : 
Safety and peace in her embraces reſt, 
And none ere ſought her yet who were not bleſt. 
How few her face with rapturous pleaſure view, 
Or think her offer'd joys unpall'd and true 
Allur'd by folly, they provoke their fate 
And (if at all) grow penitent too late, 


E 3 Bleft 


* = 
— 


UA 
k 
\ 
: f 
N 
1 
. : 
f - 
„ 
n : 
c 
4 
5 
9 
1 
; 
\ $ 
\ ” 
47 
* 
24 
17 
4 i 
4 
4 
7 
= LE 
: 14 
* by ST % 
1 
11 
SY | 
[4 
o p 
24 
11 
1 
11 
11 
1 
a - 
1 
* a 
1 * 
* 
99 7 
1 
L 
5 1 
** 1. 
oe 5 
«; 1 { 
* 
111 
1 
i. , 
F 43 if 
27 
- 
d [i A 
1 
c 
: 
N 
7 
n 4 
\ # 
8 
Q * 
£m 
8: 
l 
| 
" 
* 
1 


. 
: 
4 
1 


— — 


— — — 1 — 


— 


1 70 J 


Bleſt x VM H, the pious ſoul's celeſtial bride, 
Be thou my refuge and my friendly guide; 

On thee, my PIs An, I may ſafely ſtand, 

And take a proſpect of the promis'd land: 

Like MosEs far the bliſsful ſcene purſue, 

But with this difference : all its ſweets may view, 
And thro' thy paths convey'd poſſeſs em too 
When dire diſeaſes over life prevail, 

And my weak powers in their laſt ſtruggle fail, 
My ſoul ſhall thither ſoar with upward wing, 
And her Creator's praiſe in happier numbers ſing. 


WRITTEN AFTER HEARING A SERMON PREACHED 
FROM MATT. XIV. XXIX, *g* 


AND WHEN PETER WAS COME DOWN OUT OF : 
THE SHIP, HE WALKED ON THE WATER i 
0 TO GO TO JESUS, . 


MIGHTY FAITH, what matchleſs power is thine! 
Thou grace 0MN1POTENT—thouſourcedivine: 
Thy ſacred impulſe made a PETER brave, 
The ruſhing vengeance of the ſwelling wave, 
At once could draw his doubting heart to thee, 
And ſtraight conſolidate the 2 8 ſea. 
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THE SPEECH OF LUCIFER. 
A FRAGMENT, 


XPANDED now hell's ſpacious portal lay, 
And ſhew'd to gloomy courts a winding way : 
TH infernal monarch, thro” the drear abodes, 
Summon'd his curs'd divan of 'STYGIAN gods. 
The duſky hoſt to horrid counſel fly, 
And, now alighting, eaſe the burthen'd ſky. 
Rais'd on his throne, exalted o'er the reſt, 
Th' IMPERIAL hend th' aſſembled fiends addreſs'd : 
YE outcaſt wretched crew, abhorr'd of heav'n, 
And hither by vindictive thunders driv'n, 
Are thus, ſtill thus, inglorious daſtard herd! 
The great beheſts of LUCIFER rever'd ? 
By HELL your vengeance ſleeps, ſupine you lie, 
Nor dare conſpire *gainſt yon' forbidden ſæy. 
dee! how on earth they ſmile in Halcyon peace, 
Polemic jars and pulpit tumults ceaſe ; 
See where abaſh'd pale ſuperſtition lies, 
And error chac'd thro? all its mazes flies; 
Their idle rage the baffled furies mourn, 
And all our envoys with diſgrace return ; 
Each miſſionary dæmon loud complains, 
And fell ERYNNis ſhakes her uſeleſs chains ; 
Uproar triumphant fills the ſtates below, 
And ſwells the horrors of infernal woe. = 
E 4 HELL 


* 


F 3+ ] 


HeLL cannot now enforce one nation's doom, 
Tho? sPAIN's armada's join the wiles of ROME, 
Truth and religion; how the monſters riſe | 
How earth is taught to gain upon the ſkies! 
Confirm'd by blood the reformation ſtands, 
And ſpreads its poiſon to remoteſt lands ; 
Freſh proſelytes the hoſtile preachers gain, 
And, by example, all they get maintain. 
Throꝰ thoſe rude climes where goſpel light ne'er ſhone, 
Where I, the prince of darkneſs, fix'd my throne, 
Now wav'd aloft the chriſtian banner plays, 
And the new world the MARTYR'D GOD obeys, 
Can you, degenerate ſouls, inactive lie, 
You, who once ſhook the empire of the ſky ? 
Can you, who graſp'd at heaven and greatly fell, 
From flaves above, to be the lords of hell, 
Who fac'd the thunder in a burning ſhower, 
And fought intrepid with Almighty power ? 
Can you, thus tame, behold your abject fate ? 
Nor prop the ruins of our falling ſtate ? 
Can mighty cherubs, unconcern'd, behold 
Their power by man, by earth-born man, controul'g? 
Etherial beings own a mortal ſway, 
By human emmets aw'd ! mere duſt and clay ? ? 
But you, perhaps, forget your ancient feud, 
And, pious flaves | degenerate into good. 
Beſt ſeek thoſe honours you enjoy'd before, 
Suppliant with pray'rs the thunderer adore. 
Perhaps you'll ſhine with cherubim again, 
Reſume your harps and hug once more your chain ; 
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Th' effulgence of divinity behold 


E 


Once more with flaming miniſters enroll'd, , 


But, could repentance for my crime atone, 


Waft me from hell and place me near the throne, 


Rather than ſink ſo deſpicably low, 

I'd ſtill howl on amidſt this glorious woe; « 
That eaſy 60D I'd ſcorn, whom now I hate *, 
If he had puniſh'd with a milder fate— _ 
For yon' bright throne did my revolt begin, 
And leſs than hell's unworthy of the ſin. 
Victorious yet in my unconquer'd will, 
Were power but mine, I would defy him till; 
Confound yon” envy'd heaven with vaſt alarms, 
And rouze contending ſeraphims to arms, 


Once more with brave confed*rate demons riſe, 


And grapple with the tyrant of the ſkies, 
If yet your thoughts with gen'rous vengeance glow, 
By ſhame reproach'd to fear ſo weak a foe : 
If yet with noble jndignation fir'd, | 
Anxious for hell with burning rage inſpir'd, . : 
Awake! ariſe! be glorious miſchiefs hurl'd, 

And ſpread damnation thro' yon' gewgaw world. 


* This idea is very oppoſite to thoſe, who imagine that the damned 
ſouls in hell feel a ſorrow for their own fins, or a concern for the welfare 
of their relations or friends in the preſent life. To me, the ingenious 
author's character of L.ucirzs ſeems far preferable, and truly deſctĩp- 
tive of that ſtate of mind, in which the pzvirs and every damned ſpirit 
will eternally remain, without one moment's intermiſſion, _ 
is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living 60D,” Heb. x. 
31. 


Riſe! 
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Riſe! I conjure you, by yon” boiling flood, 
Buy thoſe great pow'rs inflexible to good, 

By conq'ring heaven, by your immortal hate, 
Riſe in defence of our declining ftate ! | 
Vengeance ſhall urge your bolder ſouls to dare, 
Or ſtratagem aſſiſt clandeſtine war. 

Look round, behold our ſolitary reign, 

A nook ſcarce peopled is our whole domain. 
Think how we muſt, if thus our tribute ceaſe, 
And thus the vaſſal-damn'd of earth 1 
Still unreveng'd in living burnings dwell, 

Or, yet more curſt, look round in vacant hell. 
Oh! were your ſouls like mine, unconquer'd ſtil}, 
_ You'd riſe in hate and perſevere in ill. 

Ves, my firm mind heroic powers imbue, 

Me danger quells not, nor can pain ſubdue. 

And ſhall I now, oh ſhame! behold you yield, 
Meek and reſign'd, the long contended field! 

It looks as hell-of wiles was barren grown, 

And wanted miſchief to ſupport her throne; 
Ev*n ſimple Indians ſhall diſdain our yoke, 

Nor more with human blood our altars ſmoak : 
Not thus you ſhrunk when in my cauſe engag'd, 
Tho! all the thunders of th' Almighty rag'd, 


. 


Tho'ꝰ preſs'd by guilt, you charg'd with impious might, 


And with archangels Jury; in equal fight. 

In vain—ſince all to man's preſumptuous ſway, 
What once to heaven they ſcorn'd, ſubmiſſion pay— 
Could we once hope an all- deſtroying fire 


Could Being in one gen'ral blaze expire, 
| Could 
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He, the great king, all teeming nature's 60D, 
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Could motion ſtagnate, or could active flame, 
Canvert into itſelf this mighty frame ; 
Then patient might we wait the 0 All, 
And we and pain extinct with nature fall. 
*T were mean ſuch tranſient ven geance to acquire 
If we with nature ſhould ſo ſoon expire. 


Serene, ſecure, OMNIPOTENTLY proud, 

Great ſource of being, wide creation's ſoul, 

Who moves yon' vaſt machines, and guides thewhole, 

He ſtill ſhall laſt, tho? nature fades away, 

Shall ſtill be bleſt, when worlds no more obey ; 

Great in himſelf, eternal and alone — 

O] blaſting truth ! which agoniz'd I own. 

Him, him, alas ! too fatally we found 

No darts could reach, nor mimic thunders wound. 

But yet in MAN, in MAN his darling care | 

Yes, we ſhall find him vulnerable there. 

O glorious thought! on man your vengeance turn, 

In man, perhaps, ev'n DEITY may mourn, 

Haſte then, O haſte | while fate is in your pow'r, 

In fraud and force improve the ſmiling hour. 

For ſoon this man ſhall caſt his cruſt of clay, 

And mount the regions of eternal day, 

To taſte the joys of heaven ſhall heaven aſcend, 

Joys without bound, and oh ! without an end. 

While we, accurſt in regions of deſpair, 

Muſt years on years of circling torments bear. 

Still laſt for hell, immortaliz'd for pain, 

And bound in darkneſs drag the SAVIOUR'S chain. 
| "mn 
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Here the rack'd ſoul for ever ſhall deplore 
Forbidden death, and groan. to be no more. 

Back on themſelves revolving years ſhall run, 
And ſtart again to fee their courſe begun. 

Ten thouſand ages paſt, the reſtleſs mind 

Still ſees eternity's dark gulph behind. 

What tho' each grain that ſtrews the ſandy ſhore, 
Each drop that ocean holds be number'd o'er, 
Still ſhall the vain, the length'ning labour laſt, 
Nor the great future leſſen by the paſt 
Gow cannot ceaſe, nor yet abſurdly kind, 

Deſtroy the eſſence of immortal mind. 

Toolong, O HELL! in bootleſs wiles you've toil'd, 
Your ſons diſcourag'd, and your patriots foil'd, 
Vengeance remote on airy pinions flew, 

They lag behind, or empty ſhades purſue, 
The paths they ſhun, by adverſe fate they trod, 
And acted ſtill ſubordinate to 60D 
When o'er the world Cimmerian darkneſs ſpread, 
And ſuperſtition rais'd its gorgon head; 
When fainted cut-throats were invok'd by pray'r, 
That puny villainy might learn to dare ; | 
In private cells when baniſh'd learning . 
And monks grew proud of crimes which Goths diſ- 
When ſlaviſh minds in holy fetters bound, [own'd; 
With flothful ign'rance ſunk in ſleep profound; 
Our dictates then een folly might diſpenſe, 
Where ealy faith prevail'd o'er certain ſenſe. 
Then juggling churchmen gull'd the ſtupid croud, 
And to more gods than EGYPT knew they bow'd. 

0 Prieſts 


K& 12 > 
SASH 


CHI 

Prieſts then their relicks and their pardons fold, 

Learn'd but in cheats, they barter'd heav'n for gold, 
By me inſpir'd their preſs with legends groan'd, 

And licens'd lyes as pious frauds were own'd ; 

Then ſuperſtition triumph'd o'er the land, 

And heaven was worſhipp'd but at ſecond hand. 
But, ah ! to combat this politer age, 

In other arms our honours muſt engage; 

Such, and their coarſe-ſpun plots no more reſpeR, 

Who always butcher when they ſhould diſſect. 

The world now diſabus'd, a dawning ray 

Diſpels the vapour and reſtores the day. 

The jesvITs muſt alone our counſels ſhare, 

Earth's inmate fiends, our great vicegerents there, N 

No tribe and patron better can agree, | 

Than JesviTs match'd, O LuciFER, with thee! 

Patient, determin'd, diligent in ill, 

Bold to attempt, and ſtedfaſt to fulfil ; 

They trace events to' their remoteſt ſprings, 

And penetrate the cabinet of kings. 

Whene'er they ſearch th' unguarded minute finds 
Nor fail Cunlock the ſubtle ſtateſman's mind; 
Would you ſet nature in a blaze - command 

And ſee at once they toſs the kindling brand; 

Aw'd by no danger, by no fear poſſeſt, 

No racks extort the ſecret from their breaſt ; 

Learning's deep maze thro? ev 'ry branch they ſcan, 

Mature in books, and exercis'd in man. 
Fertile in fraud, on miſchief they refine, 

And falling kingdoms ſwell each vaſt deſign ; 
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Ere we can tempt, to action they proceed, 
And HELL is but ſpectator of the deed. 
Lo! there a holy ruffian ſtands prepar'd, 
And dauntleſs ſtabs a monarch *midſt his guard; 
While here an emperor in anguiſh groans, 
(Herſelf excell'd, all HELL, in tranſport, owns.) 
See at the altar writh'd in pain he lies, 

He kneels before his poiſon'd god and dies. 

Be ſuch the * miniſters employ d, 

And sATAN's kingdom ſhall not be deſtroy'd. 

By theſe we yet may ſhake the tyrant's throne, 
At leaft confirm yon? abject earth our own. 

The glorious ſcene with ills important fraught, 
Dans on my mind, now preſent to my thought. 
Now, if your animated courage dare 
Tempt the known danger of invaſive war, 

Soon your try'd chief ſhall ſhine in arms again, 
And ruſhing legions croud th' ætherial plain. 
But, if with horror that raſh thought confounds, 
And recent ſtill you feel the fiery wounds, 

Let each alternate ſpeak, and each impart 

The well weigh'd dictates of a patriot heart, 
Wiles unexplor'd before, revenge moſt fell, 
Replete with ruin, not unworthy HELL. 

If by the crime, the puniſhment we rate, 
Afflicting hell appears too mild a fate. 

And 'tis ſome eaſe amidſt the dreadful fall, 

To think we bravely have deſerv'd it all. 

Already, sTYOIAN Chiefs, ye know the worſt, 
Nor can be more than thus n, curſt. 
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Nought you can loſe, but may with noble pride 
Erect your thrones on earth, fince heaven's deny'd. 
Once more ſee vice advance her hydra head, 

And thro? the poles your wide dominion ſpread. 

He ſpoke, and ſtraight a riſing murmur ran, 

Spread o'er the dome, and fill'd the black divan ; 
Whiſpers and half-choak*d words were heard around, 
Accents confus'd and a diſcordant ſound, 
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S8 O A •»˙» LL... 
OCCASIONED BY A SERIES OF THEOLOGICAL 


ENQUIRIES, 


HALL man, who blindly wanders nature thro', 
Dark and impervious to his neareſt view; 

Shall he, to God, his eye preſumptuous turn, 

And hope from whence, and what he is, to learn ! 

O] firſt and laſt! O] preateſt, wiſeſt, beſt ! 

To thee be ſtill my prayers and praiſe addreſt, 

Nor let me boaſt that I to aſk am free, 

How He now is, who ne'er began to be; 

How love immenſe, that form'd creation's plan, 

Could unexerted lie, till time began; 

Or if all nature's works and all their laws 

Are co-eternal with their parent-cauſe, 

Spontaneous beaming with dependent ray, 

As from the ſun the light that gives the day ; 
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If all the vaſt immenſity of ſpace 

Is fill'd with beings of an endleſs race; 
Or, if ſome narrower bounds the work confine, 

And why thus bounded love and power divine; 
Whence the deep ſhades of fin and ſorrow came, 
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And evil mingled with the general frame; ; 

Why ſpread the dark dominions of the grave, 1 

| Or why I wiſh more virtue than I have. A 
1 Theſe ſecret things to none but thee are known, 1 
Veil'd in the darkneſs that ſurrounds thy throne: = 

O] let my ſoul be ſtill content to know T 

Thy love, thy wiſdom, rules the world below. T 

Secure, my lot the bleſſing or the rod, D 

To find a father where I trace the God. 1 

While hope by thee permitted looks on high, F. 

ö And, as her portion, meditates the ſky. Ar 
Safe in the path which terminates above, EI. 

Secur'd from wandering, while I walk by love, Th 

O! brighter ſtill illume the ſocial flame, Ti 

| Thy ſhining image! in my filial frame; 1 
I *; By juſt gradation let my love aſcend, | pr; 
All elſe my neighbours, thou alone my friend. Th 

Alc 

E PIGRAM ON JOHN II. XXXV, *,* Anc 

« JESUS WEPT.” = 

E E manly grief ! ſee tears inceſſant flow ! A 

See mournful ſorrow grace the SAVIOUR's brow | Like 


See matchleſs love in ſacred torrents ſhine ! 
And funeral honours paid with drops divine. 
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THE SCULL'S ADDRESS, 
ol BEING LOOKED AT, 


HY ſtart! this cafe will thine be very ſoon, 
In ſome few years, perhaps the coming moon, 
Life, at its utmoſt length, is ſcarce a breath, 
And thoſe who longeſt dream muſt wake in death. 
Like thee, I once thought every bliſs ſecure; 
And GOLD of every ill the certain cure; 
Till plung'd in ſorrow, and beſieg'd with pain, 
Too late I found all. earthly riches vain, 
Diſeaſe made fruitleſs every ſordid fee, 
And death ſtill anſwer d What is 60LD to me?” 
Fame, titles, honours, next I vainly fought, | 
And fools obſequious nurs'd each childiſh thought, 
Elate with brib'd applauſe, and purchas'd praiſe, 
built on endleſs grandeur, endleſs days: 
Till death awoke me from my dream of pride, 
And laid a prouder heggar by my fide. _. 
Pf. x ASURE I courted, and indulg'd my taſte; 
The banquet ſmil'd, and ſmil'd the gay repaſt. 
A loathſome carcaſe was my only care, 
And worlds were ranſack'd but for me to ſhare, 
Go on, vain man! to luxury be firm; | 
Yet know thou feaſteſt but to feaſt a worm, 

Already, ſure, leſs terrible I ſeem; | 
Like me, thou ſure wilt own; that life s a dream; 
Farewel ! remember! nor my words deſpiſe, 
“The only happy are the EARLY wiſe.” 


T APÞPOEM, 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF A DEARLY BELOVED 
AND ONLY DAUGHTER, WHO DIED IN THE 
ELEVENTH YEAR OF HER AGE, 


WRITTEN BY HER MOURNING FATHER, 


Common theme a flattering muſe may fire, 
To raiſe our paſſions, tho? ſhe ſung for hire; 
And may our praiſes or our pity ſteal, | - 
By feigning tranſports, which ſhe does not feel ; 
But when the ſong from native love proceeds, 
And paints the anguiſh of a heart that bleeds ; 
The mourning mule exerts ſuperior ſkill, 
And dips in tears th' inconſolable quill 
Our boſoms then with riſing ſorrows glow, 
And grief ſpontaneous will from nature flow. 
Ah! what is life, that thoughtleſs wiſh of all ? 

A drop of honey, in a draught of gall; 
A half exiſtence, or a waking dream, 
A bitter fountain, with a muddy ſtream; 
A tale, a ſhadow, a deluſive ſound, 
That's loſt with mourning, and with ſorrow found; 
A fading landſcape, painted upon clay, 
vl 'The ſource of care, and idol of a day ; 

17 The ſweet deluder of a reſtleſs mind, 

1s Which, if *twas loſt, how few would wiſh to _ 
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Untimely thus, the infant- budding roſe, 
By ſome rude hand is cropt before it blows ; 
Away the little ſoul of fragrance flies, 
1 And blooming beauty unregarded dies; 
2 5 Snatch'd from the parent ſtem where once it grew, 
Embalm'd in odours, and the morning dew. 
Can I be dumb, when love and nature cries, 
And I have loſt the darling of my eyes ? 
Tho? 'tis in vain to wiſh for her return, 
Yet all the ties of nature bid me mourn, 
If thou canſt till the unrelenting ſea, 
And make the jarring elements agree; 
Or cauſe the tide to ceaſe to ebb and flow, 
Or hinder the deſcent of hail and ſnow ; 
If thou canſt ſtop the thunder's dreadful roar, 
Or cauſe the billows not to laſh the ſhore; 
If thou canſt lull a hurricane to ſleep, 
Then may thy words perſuade me not to weep. 
O] give me leave but to lament her fall, 
As David mourn'd for Jonathan and Saul ; 
When on mount Gilboa (O unhappy day !) 
They to Philiſtia fell a ſhameful prey : 
Or (if it may with innocence be done) 
As he lamented Abſalom his ſon ; 
When in the anguiſh of his ſoul he cried, 
Would God, my ſon, I in thy place had died!“ 
Then lend your aid (if any ſuch there be, 
That lov'd a child, or mourn for one like me) 
Let your kind ſighs with me in concert join, 
And add your ſympathizing tears to mine, 
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And in no breaſt compaſſion finds a place, 


I know the ſtroke is from the hand divine, 


A Saviour's blood ſhall ſuperſede my fears, 


He got a victim, but I loſt my child. — 
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That may in ſtreams to ſwelling rivers flow, 
Until thoſe rivers to a deluge grow. 
But if there's none commiſerates my caſe, 


Let not your cenſures add to my concern, 

Nor ſlight the cauſe that moves me thus to mourn, 
If you are void of trouble, free from pain, 

Add not to mine, nor wonder I complain. 


To whom I may complain; tho' not repine. 
Tho' I deplore my loſs, and wiſh it leſs, 
Yet I will kiſs the rod, and acquieſce; 


And love paternal juſtify my tears. 

When death at firſt beſieg'd this little fort, 
The feeble outworks were the tyrant's ſport ; 
A fever made the firſt attack in form, 
And then convulſions took+it ſoon by ſtorm; 
Succours without were weak, like thoſe within, 
The guards were ſickly, and the walls were thin; 
In bad repair the gates and citadel, 
And then no wonder that ſo ſoon it fell; 
Death's icy hands the lovely fabric ſpoil'd, 


Five mournful days with trembling hand and heart, 
T play'd the whole artillery of art; 
Five nights I paſt in ſorrow, like the day, 
And almoſt mourn'd my own fad life away ; 
But when the moſt, that art could do, was tried, 
Her leaſe of life was cancell'd, and ſhe died ;— 
| | She 
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e Shedied,” —the conſcious, whiſpering winds reply, 


And I (unhappy father!) ſaw her die! 
I ſaw her die Can I the deed forgive? 
How can I bear to ſay I did—and live! 
Tho” long her reaſon ſuffer'd an eclipſe, 
No ſinful word proceeded from her lips ; 
Tho' fore oppreſs'd with agonizing pain, 
She utter'd nothing indiſcreet, or vain ; 
Which gives me hopes her ſoul was waſh'd from ſin, 
And grace abounding was at work within. 
Whilſt nature yet maintain'd a doubtful ftrife, 


And death ſat brooding on the verge of life; 
Even then—when all the hopes of life were fled, 


I and the angels waiting round her bed, 
(They to conduct her to the realms of 3 
And I, to weep, to ſigh, to mourn, to pray) 
I kiſs'd her lips, I wip „d her dying face, 


And took the father's and the nurſe's place ; 


With bleeding heart I heard her dying groans, 

And met with equal agony, her moans : 

Each ſigh was as a dagger in my heart, 

We knew we muſt, but oh ! were loth to part! 

I mourn'd, I wept, I gave a looſe to grief, 

And had recourſe to all things for relief; 

But all in vain—the laſt effort I make, 

I gave—but oh! ſhe had not ſtrength to take: 

Her fluttering pulſe with intermiſſion play'd, 

And then her heart its palpitation ſtay'd; 

And thus thro' all the forms of death ſhe paſt, 

Till with a ſigh ſhe gently breath'd her laſt. | 
742 But 
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But who can paint the horror, or the power 
Of nature's conflict in ſo dark an hour? 
The wound was ſuch, that time can never heal, 
No balm can cure it, and no art conceal. 
May that ſad day be baniſh'd from the year, 
Or cloath'd in fable, if it muſt appear | 
Or, may the ſun withdraw his beams at noon, 
And ſolid darkneſs veil the ſtars and moon! 
May all the ſands be ſtagnant in the glaſs, 
And (as that hour returns) refuſe to pats ! 
All clocks be dumb, and time forget to fly, 
And may all nature be as ſad as I! 
Let mourning in its blackeſt dreſs appear! 
And ſhe be never nam'd, without a tear! 

Oh! where are now thoſe dear obedient hands, 
So pleas'd to execute my whole commands ? 
Where are thoſe feet, ſo early taught to run, 
As lightning ſwift, unwearied as the ſun ? 


Where now thoſe arms, that with ſuch paſſion ſtrove 


To claſp my neck, and ſtifle me with love? 

Where now thoſe lips, where mine were fond to dwell, 
Or where that breath, that raviſh'd with the ſmell ? 
Where is that tongue, whoſe prattle charm'd mine 
Where fled the hopes of my declining years? ſears! 
Where is that face, ſo pleaſant when ſhe ſmil'd ? 
Or where's the woman acting in the child ? 

Where thoſedeareyes, thatwith ſuch ſweetnels ſhone? 
Or rather, where are all my comforts gone ? 
Where is that heart, ſo near to truth allied, 


That never diſobey'd—but when ſhe died? 
| W here 
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Where is that breaſt, where virtue once did grow, 
As roſes ſweet, and white as falling ſnow? | 
They're buried all in the voracious grave, 

Where kings are levell'd with the meaneſt ſlave, 
The wiſe and great, when there they make their bed, 


Are equall'd with the wretch that begs his bread ; 


But there the wicked can no more oppreſs, 


And there the weary find a calm receſs; 


And this does all my expectations crown, 

That I to her ſhall there go quickly down. 

Till then, this hope ſhall mitigate my woe, 
And dry thoſe tears: that now profuſely flow ; 

That when by heaven's command I quit the ſtage, 
Bow'd down by time, and quite fatigued with age; 
My bones ſhall reſt in quiet by her fide, 


Like a fond bridegroom fleeping by his bride ; 


Till the laſt day ſhall both to life reſtore, 
When death ſhall die, and time ſhall be no more. 
This diſtant view does equal pleaſure give, 
As now my foul is conſcious that IJ live, 

And thou that once waſt my delight and pride, 
In whom I hop'd to have a nurſe and guide, 


When feeble age ſhould bow my hoary head, 


And pain or ſickneſs fix me to my bed; 
Tf I may, guiltleſs, call upon thy name, 
And aſk a boon, without incurring blame 
Tho” thou art happy now amongſt the bleſt, 
Indulge thy mourning father's laſt requeſt. 

When ſome kind angel from this world below 
Shall bring the news (for ſure the angels know) 
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And ſhall to thee and kindred ſpirits tell, 
That mine has orders to forſake her ſhell ; 

And be tranſplanted to the realms of light, 
Where faith and hope are ſwallow'd up in ſight ; 
Do thou with heavenly raptures meet my ghoſt, ' 
On th' utmoſt limits of that happy coaſt; 
And thence attend me to the throne of grace, 
To view my Saviour's reconciled face ; 

And taſte of joys ineffable and new, 

Till then, my little faint, adieu, adieu. 
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WRITTEN AFTER THE SHOCK OF Ad EARTH- 
QUAKE, 


ET while we live, what gratitude we owe! 
God, tho' provok'd, with-holds the final blow; 
That dreadful ſhock, which, felt thro? every vein, 
Shall back to chaos give this earth again. 
He warns us now, when, at the cloſe of day, 
He bids the ſky his hery arch diſplay ; 
With deep convulſions makes the ocean boil, 
And rocks beneath our feet the trembling ſoil, 
As yet, paternal, he but ſhakes his rod, 
But who can bear th' inexorable Cop, 
When (ſcorn'd his mercy) wearied with abuſe, 
He quits the reins, and lets his fury looſe ? 
'Thro? ſpace immenſe then diſcord will be hurl'd, 
And each convulſive ſhock diſſolve a woRLD. 
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REDEMPTION. A POEM. 
BY HENRY BROOKE, ESQ, 


T comes; the wiſh'd, the long expected morn— 
Thou so OF MAN, thou so OF GoD, be born! 
Lo, he deſcends, and bows the yielding ſkies ; ; 
To meet him, the exulting valleys riſe : | 
Death ſhrinks and trembles, fearing to be ſlain ; 
And all hell quakes, throughout its deep domain, 
Let comes he not, array'd in worldly ſhow, 
Nor in the weakneſs of man's power below: 
In human fleſh, his 60DHEAD he conceals ; 
In human form, IMMENSITY he veils; ; 
Eternal, he aſſumes a mortal frame; 
And, in ſubjection, lo, the world's i 
Tis come; the day of health, the ſaving morn— 
THE SON OF GOD, THE BABE OF LOVE is born! 
Behold, all heaven deſcends upon the wing, 
And choiring angels Glory, Glory!“ ſing, 
Glory to G0, from whom ſuch bounties flow! 
* And peace on earth, good-will to man below !” 
+ Tidings we bring, glad tidings of free grace, 
Tidings of joy to all of human race! 
*© The promis'd day is come, the great event— 
To you a child is born, a ſon is ſent; 
A Saviour, CHRIST, the lowly, the ſupreme, 
Gracious to pardon, mighty to redeem | | 
“ Within 


%. 


[- 90+ J 
e Within his hand the nations ſhall be weigh'd, 
& The world upon his infant-ſhoulder laid. = + : 


& His name is WONDERFUL; he ſhall be ſtil'd 
& 'THE GOD OF POWER, the all-embracing child; 
& Th' imboſom'd ſun, whoſe inward beam imparts 
© Wiſdom to ſouls, THE COUNSELLOR of hearts, 
& Whoſedays nor know commencement nor increaſe; 
© 'THE EVERLASTING FATHER, PRINCE OF PEACE | 
& Your SAVING GOD, in Bethlehem, ye ſhall find, 
« Swath'd in a crib, on humbling ſtraw reclin'd ; 
He, who all things unites and comprehends, 
« 'Fo ſtable with his lowlieſt brutes deſcends. 
„ Your ſongs, your ſongs, ye morning ſtars employ ; 
And, all ye ſons of glory, ſhout for joy!“ 
Approaching ſeraphim the babe ſurround, | 
And, with adoring rev'rence, bow profound; FF 
Amaz'd to fee their INFINITE confin'd, | 
THE ANCIENT OF ALL DAYS in infancy inſhrin'd, 
With wond'ring eye, they pierce his filmy ſkin 
And lucid fleſh, when, lo, a heaven within, ; 
Wide as the round where yonder planets roll, = = Be 
Though ftretch'd to infinite from either pole; BW] T] 
Love, to whoſe depth no meaſure can deſcend ; 3 Tis 
And bliſs, encircling bleſſings, without end. 3 Ar 
See the dear, little, helpleſs, mighty hands, © | 
So meekly yielded to maternal bands! 7 Ne 
*Tis theirs the powers of darkneſs to repe], E Hu 
To cruſh the pride of earth, and hate of hell; 0 
To lift the fall'n, to prop the feeble knee, = 
To ſet the pris'ners of his Iſrael free; 


e 
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To burſt the iron gates of ſin and pain, 
To number time and death among the ſlain ; 
Captive to lead captivity on high, 
Follow'd by blood- bought myriads through the ky ; ; 
His kingdom in eternal peace to found, 
And beam forth bleſſings without end or bound, 

Ye ſophiſts, who, with ſcientific lore, 
Nature's recluſe arcana would explore ; 
Who, in your dreams of fancy, mould and wield 
The mazy worlds of yon empyreal held, 


And boaſt to have retrac'd, by reaſon's force, 


Th' unmeaſur'd chain of ſequels to their ſource; 
Come forward with your length and depth of thought, 
And ſee all human learning ſet at nought : 

Here, try to mete, to compals, to define, 

And plumb your 60D with your five- fathom'd line! 
Ye mighty too, beneath whoſe tyrant brow 

Pale vaſſals ſhake, and ſervile nations bow, 

Periſh your pride! and let your glories fade! 

Lo, nature's monarch in a manger laid! 

Behold, THE WORD, at whoſe creative might 

The heavens and earth ſprung forth to form and light, 
In Love deſcends, unutterably mild, 

And ſmiles the world's falvation—iN A CHILD! 

No clarions, yet, proclaim him king of kings; 
No enſigns ſpeak him THE SUPREME of things. 
Humbly he lays his purple robe afide, 

Until, for man, it ſhall in blood be dy'd; 
Nor ſhall the crown his regal brow adorn, 


Till his love twiſt it of the pointed thorn |! 
| a 


Diſtinct from God, to win a heaven below; 
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Ah, FATHER, author, 60D of boundleſs grace ! 
What, what is man, with all his recreant race, 
That they with THINE OWN JESUs ſhould be weigh'd ; 
And, for their ranſom, ſuch a price be paid ! 

*Tis true, that man from his Creator came 
All-bright, as from the ſun his efluent beam ; 
Lord of theſe heavens and earth, the ſcas that flow, 
The lands that germinate, and ſtars that glow : 
Lovely without, and glorious all within, 

He knew no ſorrow, for he knew no in. 

His will was with THE FATHER's will inform'd ; 
His love was with the love of IESus warm'd ; 
Th' ETERNAL LIGHT, that lights the ſolar ray, 
Sheds forth the peace of his diviner day; 

He felt the bliſs of the SUPREMELY BLESS'D, 
And Gop's own heaven was open'd in his breaſt. 

But ah! he yet was frail, nor underſtood { 6007; 
There's but oNE WILL, ALL-JUST, ALL-WISE, ALL- 
THE WILL, throughout the univerſe, who knows, 
Alone, to MAKE, to Fir, and to DISPOSE : 

The wretch, who dares a diff” rent will to frame, 
Brings war into the works of heaven's ſupreme 
Of power would ev'n omnipotence defraud, 
And blaſts his being in the will of 60D. 

Hence, man, ſo great, ſo glorious, and ſo good, 
Was tempted from the tower in which he ſtood, 


Lur'd by external baits of ſenſual taſte, 


He wiſh'd to gratify, he long'd to feaſt ; 
'The good of his ſubjected world to know ; 
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To found a new dominion of his own; 


Ih And reign ſufficient to himſelf alone. | 

i; = IncRATE!—O ſtop thee on the headlong brink 
EZ Ere thou doſt take the fearful venture,—think ! 
= Think, from THE GoD thou wiſheſt to forego, 


All that thou art, thy bliſs and being flow; 

| And, can the creatures yield thee, ſhould they lift, 

EZ More than the ſource where thou and they exiſt ? 
Of thy CREATOR if thou art bereft, 

Think, to REDEEM, no other 60D is left. 

He liſtens not, — th' infernal pow'rs impel : 
He long'd, he pluck'd, he taſted, —and he fell, 
O, what a fall ! a ſteep from high to low ! 

Extremes of bliſs, to what extremes of woe ! 

\ Plumb, from his heav'n, this ſecond angel fell 
Down his own depth, his God-abandon'd hell : 
Horror of horrors ! darkneſs and deſpair! 

He look'd for comfort—but no gleam was there ! 
O Love, LoVE, LOVE | ſtupendous, wide, and ſteep ! 
High o'er all heights, below damnation deep | 
In vain the deſp'rate rebel would eſſay, 
From thee to tear his being, far away; 
Thy ſaving hand arreſts his prone career; 
For, to thy preſence, ev'ry place is—herel 
For him thou hadſt prepar'd a mediate ſeat, 
Meet for his taſte, and fitting to his ſtate z 
A ſeat of fleſhly organs, groſs and frail, 
To diſſolution doom'd, and form'd to fail. 
He wakes to a new world, and, with new eyes, 
dees unknown elements, and ne ſkies; 
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The huſk and ſurface of that bleſs'd abode, 
Where late he dwelt, internal, with his 60D, 
He turns his eyes upon his carnal frame, 
And ſees it, all, a ſeat of filth and ſhame; | 
Fellow'd with brutes, with brutes to take his bed, 
Like brutes to propagate, be born, and fed: 
But diff”rent, far, the table and the treat; 
Earth is their heaven, their home, and native ſeat 
For brutes, unearn'd, the ready banquet lies, 
Apt to their taſte, and obvious to their eyes; 
But man muſt wring it from a grudging ſoil, 
And win ſcant ſuſtenance with ſweat and toil. 
He looks abroad, and ſees the new-dropt fawn 
Cloath'd without care, and friſking on the lawn; 
But finds his own new carcaſe bleak and bare, 
And ſhiv'ring in a ſtrange and hoſtile air. 
Yet know, O man, that all which can betide 
From hard-fang'd av'rice, or o'erbearing pride, 
That art can compaſs from the flood or field, 
All that theſe four-fold elements can yield, 
Is barely to afford thee warmth and bread, 
Like fellow-brutes to be array'd and fed; 
But ah, all, all, incapable, as wind, 
To yield one morſel to the famiſh'd mind. 


This the wretch finds (beguil'd by dev'liſh fraud) 


The ſum of all, for which he left his op; 
The ſum of all the good; he yet was blind 
To half the evils that came cloſe behind. 
Late, lord of land and water, air and flame, 
He wielded, at his will, their cumbrous frame; 
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Could pierce earth's dark and variousentrails, through; 

Could call forth all their wonders to his view ; 

Through minim forms th' internal maze could trace, 

And lift the broad-back'd mountains from their baſe. 

To him, of ev'ry foliage, flower, and blade, 

The fabric, uſe, and beauty lay diſplay'd; 

| Of living ſpecks he pierc'd the fine machine, 

, And open'd to himſelf the world within; 

= Sawall with glory, as with ſkill, replete ; 

And track'd the artiſt to his inmoſt ſeat, 

. But now, fall'n, fall'n from his imperial tower, 

VM *Reft of his glory, empty'd of his power; 

Diegraded, hurl'd from his celeſtial ſteep, 

And ſunk in fleſh, a dungeon dark and deep; 

3 (Diſtance immenſe in nature, not in ſpace, 

| But wider, wider far, than place from place !) 

Th inſulting elements their lord controul, 

And caſt their four-fold fetters round his ſoul. 
Dethron'd, debas'd, without as from within, 

Enſlav'd by matter, fince enſlav'd by ſin, 

Corruption to its kindred maſs lays claim, 

And, ent'ring, ſeizes his devoted frame. 

Diſtemper follows, with his gloomy throng,” 

Bearing peſts, ſtings, and fires, and racks along; 
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aud) | Languor that ſaps, and rueful throes that grind ; 
With death, who ſhakes the certain dart behind. 
Already, o'er the fad ſubjected wight, 
The lordly elements exert their right ; 
And, on his limbs, their baneful influence caſt, 
BY Parch'd in the beam, or ſhiv'ring in the blaſt : 
oud I as 
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While high, o'er head, the gath'ring vapours frowh, 
And, on his anguiſh, look unpitying down; 
Then flaſh in thunders, or in tempeſt pour, 
And on his members daſh the pelting ſhower. 
But worſe, far worſe within, black ſtorms infeſt 
And ſhake the ſphere of his benighted breaſt. 
Still, round and round; the whirling paſſions tend, 
And his ſad heart with horrid conflict rend; 
Impatience, rage, deſpair, untam'd deſire, 
And hate, impregnate with infernal fire : 
— | He calls for death, and would have ruin hurl'd 
vs | At heaven, himſelf, the tempter, and the world. 
114 But God, the ONE ETERNAL THIRST TO BLESS, 
Ey'd his eſtate, and pity'd his diſtreſs. 
% ApaM,” he ſaid; and look'd unmeaſur'd grace, 
ADAM, thou'rt fall'n, and fall'n is all thy race: 
Such as the tree is, ſuch will be the fruit; 
The branch muſt bear the flavour of the root. 
<< Late 1 was in thee love, and power, and will; 
* My glory did thy ſoul and body fill; 
«© But, laps'd from me, thy ſpirit and thy frame 
Sink to the principles from whence they came : 
Thy ſoul to its own helpleſs fierce deſire, 
A rueful whirl of dark tormenting fire; 
* Thy body to the groſſneſs of its birth, 
8 Corruption to corruption, earth to earth. 


« 


© How ſhall thy weakneſs reaſſume its ſeat ? 
«© How, from thy pit of fleſh, ſo dull and deep, 


« Caſt off the cumbrance, and aſcend the ſteep ? 
: « For, 


If, in thy ſtrength, thou didſt not hold thy Rate, 
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& For, by the road thou'ſt fall'n, as is moſt juſt, 
* Through the ſame road, O man, return thou muſt; 
te To ſtrength thro' weakneſs, and to peace thro' ſtrife, 
& To bliſs thro' anguiſh, and thro? death to life. 
< But this no creature, not the ſeraph can 
&* Though once in G0p ſo mighty, leſs can man 
« This; therefore, Adam, thou canſt never do; 
* Thou in THY GoD, then, muſt be BORN ANEW ; 
« Born a new creature of a ſeed divine, 
c Re- born, O Adam, of THY SON AND MINE; 
& Thou the 0LD FATHER of man's fall'n eſtate, 
«© He the-NEW SIRE who ſhall regain their ſeat. 
«© Foil'd by a dev'liſh foe, thy weakneſs fell, 
* Captive to ſenſe, and ſin, and death, and hell; 
In weakneſs, therefore, mult his ſtrength prevail, 
„ Though ſenſe, and ſin, and death, and hell aſſail; 
* As man, in human fleſh and frailty; he 
« Muft conquer all, O man, that conquer'd thee. 
{© Yes, from my boſom my Belov'd J give, 
*© That my loſt creatures may return, and live. 
He, for your ſakes, ſhall lay his glory by; 
“ For you be born, and ſuffer, gaſp, and die; 
The price of guilt my Holy-One ſhall pay, 
* And tread of death and hell, the bittereſt way, 
*© You, by his fetters, can alone be freed; . 
Towaſh yourſtains, theLAMB OF LOVE mult bleed; 
So ſhall his woe turn all your woe to weal, _ 
His bruiſes med'cine, and his woundings heat. 
Hence man, apoſtate man, ſo deeply loſt, 
Shall weigh the curs'd commiſſion, by the coſt ; 
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Shall learn, as meet, to hold himſelf at nought; 

«© Shall feel he's all a folly, all a fault; 

In deep abaſement lift his ſuppliant eyes, 

* Tn lowlineſs alone be taught to riſe; 

% Tn tears, in anguiſh, ſhall his guilt deplore, 

& Shall call on CHRIST who can alone reſtore ; 

* By him ſupported, ſhall affirm his ground, 

<< Shall ſtruggle with the chains by which he's bound; 

& Diſclaim, deteſt the world, in which he fell; 

„S Oppoſe his champion'd ſoul to fleſh and hell; 

„ Wiſh his old worm, his ſm, and ſelf undone, 
% And catch, and cling to my ALL-SAVING $0N | 

This in due time. 

« TESUs, mean-hile, ſhall ſteal, like doubtful morn, 

Into the breaſts of all of woman born; 

There ſhed his dawn of coeternal light, 


© There ſtruggle with their length and depth of night; 


A ſolid gloom, which he alone can melt; 
& Which, like Ægyptian darkneſs, may be felt. 
« His ſeed, in fleſh, my HoLY-oNE ſhall ſow, 
« And give it ſtrength to root, and grace to grow; 
«© Man within man, begotten from above, 
ce Bearing the likeneſs of THE SON oF LOVE; 
«© Sons of my Son, ordain'd to ſee my face; 
« All embryon heirs of glory and of grace; 
„ But not mature to wing their native ſkies, 
Till their new Adam ſhall from death ariſe. 
Thus the new offspring ſhall the old put on, 
Making a double manhood, two in one; 1 


* 


? _ © Reprove with judgment, and reform betimes ; 
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© Of diff*rent principles, of diff rent ſires, 
* Conceptions, taſtes, enjoyments, and deſires : 
« The one, as earth, crude, grudging, grappling all 
&« To the dark center of its craving ball; 
* The other, as the ſun, benign and bright, 
« A going forth on all in life and light, 
* Hence, through the courſe of their ſublunar life, 
6 Though brother'd, they ſhall be at truceleſs ſtrife : 
* What one approves, the other ſhall reje& ; 
© What one deteſts, the other ſhall affect. 
«© So man, at once, ſhall court what he'll contemn, 
Neglect yet rev'rence, do what he'll condemn ; 
At once tranſgreſs, and wiſh he could fulfill; 
“ Be righteous and unrighteous, good and ill; 
“ Bearing the witneſs and the ſeal, within, 
% Of new and old, the man of grace and ſin, 
„The heart-writ ſtory of his riſe and fall, 
The goſpel of his freedom and his thrall. 
Thy elder offspring, Adam, grown and ſtrong, 
_ « Frequent, ſhall drag his younger mate along; 
Like huge Leviathan, ſhall truſt to play, 
“And rule at large in his congenial ſea : 
* But mine within his jaws a barb ſhall place, 
* And check the headlong monſter in his race. 
The younger heir, inviſibly, within, 
** Shall oft convict his outward mate of fin ; 


* Or,witha whip, call'd conscteNncE, laſhhis crimes: 

** 30 may the bleſs'd th' accurſed one ſubdue, 

” And the old man, at length, refine into the new ! 
G 2 Nor 
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« Nor grudge I, Adam, thoſe fall'n ſons of thine, 
c Fleſh of thy fleſh, to ſhare a ſeat with mine, 
c By. him ſublim'd into a nobler ſphere ; 
c So they {lay not their younger brothers, here. 
« But, through much grief, this glory muſt be won; 
e Fleſh, ſoil'd by ſin, by death muſt be undone; 
c Muſt drop the world, wherein it felt its force, 
cc And, giant-like, rejoic'd to run its courſe ; 
«© Muſt drop each organ of its late delight; 
«© Muſt bid a long adieu to ſenſe and ſight, 
& A long adieu to ev'ry darling luſt ; 
“ Muſt yield its paſſive members, duſt to duſt, 
« Within the potter's furnace to be fin'd, 
& And leave its groſſneſs, with its guilt, behind. 
© Meanſpace, thoſe forms of fleſh, thoſe ſons of lin, 
e Shall ſerve to hold my priceleſs pearls within; 
ee As golden grain within prolific clay, 
« To ſhoot and ripen tow'rd a future day, 
© Yon maggot, vileſt offspring of vile earth, 
&« Anſwers the genial baſeneſs of his birth: 
„ Lo, where he rolls and battens, with delight, 
ce In filth, to ſmell offenſive, foul to ſight! 
c Well pleas'd, hedrinks the ſtench, thedirtdevours, 
ce And prides him in the puddle of his powers; 
ce Careleſs, unconſcious of the beauteous gueſt, 
« TY internal ſpeck committed to his breaſt. 
cc Yet, in his breaſt, th' internal ſpeck grows warm, 
& And quickens into motion, life, and form; 
« Far other form than that its foſt'rer bore, 


“ High o'er its, parent-worm ordain'd to ſoar : 
| 6 The 
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<« The ſon, ſtill growing as the ſire decays, _ 
In radiant plumes his infant ſhape arrays ; 


e Matures, as in a ſoft and ſilent womb, 


“ Then, opening, peeps from his paternal tomb; 
Nov, ſtruggling, bieaks at once into the day, 
« Tries his young limbs, and bids his wings diſplay, 
« Expands his lineaments, eredts nis fack, 
c“ Riſes ſublime o'er all the reptile x race 3 
« From new - dropt bloſſoms ſips the nectar'd ſtream, 
« And baſks within the glory of the beam. 

„ Thus, to a ſenſual, to a finful ſhrine, 
«© The SAVIOUR ſhall entruſt his ſpeck- divine; 
In ſecret animate his choſen ſeed, 
c Fill with his love, and with his lubſtance feed; 
cc Inform it with ſenſations of his own, 
And give it appetites, to fleſh unknown. 
So ſhall the luſts of man's old worm give place, 
« His fervor languiſh, and his force decreaſe ; 
* Till ſpoil'd of ev'ry object, groſs or vain, 
His pride and paſſions humbled, cruſh'd, and ſlain; 
6 From a falſe world to his firſt kingdom won, 
His will, and ſin, and ſenſe, and ſelf undone; 
His inward man from death ſhall break away, 
And ſoar, and mingle with eternal day!“ 

This (in aword) THE FATHER ſpoke—and ſtreight 
Tas $oN deſcended from above all height. 
Upon the chacs of man's world he came, 
And pierc'd the darkneſs with his living beam ; 
Then caſt a rein on the reluctant will, 
And bid the tempeſt of the ſoul be ſtill, 

| 3 The 
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The good from evil he did then divide, 
And ſet man's darkneſs from cop's light aſide: 
Wide, from the heart, he bids his will be done, 
And there plac'd CONSCIENCE as a central ſun ; 
Whence REASON, like the moon, derives, by night, 
A weak, a borrow'd, and a dubious light, 
But, down the ſoul's abyſs, a region dire! 
He caus'd the Stygian horrors to retire; 
From whence aſcends the gloom of many a peſt, 
Dark' ning the beam of heaven within the breaſt ; 
Atrocious intimations, cauſeleſs care, 
Diſtruſt, and hate, and rancour, and deſpair. 
As in creation, when THE WORD gave birth 
To ev'ry offspring of the teeming earth, 
He now conceiv'd high fruits of happier uſe, 
And bid the heart and head of man produce: 
Then branch'd the pregnant will, and went abroad 
In all the ſweets of its internal 60D ; 
In ev'ry mode of Love, a fragrant throng, 
Bearing the heart-ſent charities along; 
Divine effuſions of the human breaſt, 
Within the very act of bleſſing, bleſt; 
Deſires that preſs another's weight to bear, 
To ſoothe their anguiſh, to partake their care; 
Pains that can pleaſe, and priefs that joys excite; 
Bruiſes that balm, and tears that drop delight. 
Gop ſaw the ſeed was precious; and began 
To bleſs his owN REDEEMING WORK, in man. 
Nor leſs, the pregnant region of the mind 
Brought forth conceptions ſuited to its kind ; 


© kt 


... EE ee he et ea tbe $2 ns, 
: _ * JJC Tr CO He MITE A e e Flt 0 I 


Faint 


ETYRY PN 


4 LOT: - 
Faint emblems, yet of virtue to proclaim 
That PARENT-$SPIRIT, whence our ſpirits came; 
Spirits that, like their 60D, with mimic ſkill, 
Produce new forms and images at will ; 
Thoughts that from earth, with wing'd emotion, ſoar, 
New tracts expatiate, and new worlds explore ; 
Backward, through ſpace and through duration, run, 
Paſſing the bounds of all that e'er begun; 
Then, as a glance of lightning, forward flee, 
Straining to reach at all that e' er ſhall be. 

Thus, in the womb of man's abyſs are ſown 
Natures, worlds, wonders, to himſelf unknown. 
A comprehenſive, a myſterious plan 
Of all th' almighty works of Cop, is man; 
From hell's dire depth to heaven's ſupremeſt height, 
Including good and evil, dark and light. 
What ſhall we call this ſon of grace and ſing 
This demon, this divinity within, | 
This flame eternal, this foul mould'ring clod— 
A fiend, or SERAPH—A poor worm, or GoD ? 
O, the fell conflict, the inteſtine ſtrife, 
This claſh of good and evil, death and life 
What, what are all the wars of ſea and wind, 
Or wreck of matter, to this war of mind ? 
Two minds in one, and each a truceleſs gueſt, 
Rending the ſphere of our diſtracted breaſt ? 
Who ſhall deliver, in a fight ſo fell; 
Who fave from this inteſtine dog of hell ? 
Gow! thou haſt ſaid, that nature ſhall decay, 
And all yon ſtarr'd expanſion paſs away: 
G 4 That, 


ht, 


3% Eee eee CI Ee A ET WEL e a 56, 
BEET r . 2 3 be . N 


wo» 


road 


all, 


— 


_— U - 
© - 
7 px — — 25 _ * 
* by 1 4 — 


Faint 


* 
MY — a N 0 TV 
0 . — OTA * 2 Oy 8 
N 8" oy —_ * * 
— — - 1 A * 5 
8 . 0 vs 
— > % — 
4 * N - i P 
5 „ * 2 uy 
2 a "2M Y - 
4 2 
8 . 
as - 4 — 
- 2 \ 4» ” —_ | — 
- 2 12 
8 2 
" 2 = - * * 


— 
- 


„ „ 


= * 1 * 
+ - " —_— 1 
co Wc 3 


* 
—— 4 


— 


7 To-day it buds: to- morrow's dawning ſun, 


F ue 3 


That, in thy wrath, pollution ſhall expire, 

The ſun himſelf conſume with hotter fire; 

The melting earth forſake its form and face, 

Theſe elements depart, but find no place; 

Succeeded by a peaceful bleſs'd ſerene, 

New heavens and earth, wherein the juſt ſhall reign, 
O then, upon the ſame BENIGNANT PLAN, 

Sap, : cruſh, conſume this maſs of ill, in man! 

Within this tranſient frame of mould'ring clay, 

Let death's cerberean dzmon have his day ; 

Let him tear off this world, the nurſe of luſt, 

Grind fleſh, and ſenſe, and ſin, and ſelf, to duſt : 

But O, preſerve THE PRINCIPLE DIVINE ; | 

In mind and matter, fave WHATE'ER IS THINE | 

Oer time, and pain, and death, to be renew'd ; 

Fill'd with our 60D, and with our GoD indu'd ! 
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TO A FRIEND, ON HIS OWNING THAT THE Ex- 
TERIOR CHARMS OF A YOUNG' LADY HAD 
ENGAGED HIS AFFECTIONS, F,* 


HY hang thy hopes on beauty's fading flower, 
The blooming offspring of ſome genial ſhower! 
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With riſing wonder, views its bloſſoms gone. 
E'en ſo thoſe charms which now create deſire, 
Ere long muſt wither, languiſh, and expire; 
With thoſe leſs fair, receive one common doom, 
And waſte their luſtre in the ſilent tomb, 
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TO A CHILD OF A MONTH OLD. 
e 


LEST babe, who ſtranger to all wig Arife, 
Art lately launch'd upon the fea of life, 

And *midft thoſe dang'rous waves wilt ſoon be toſt, 
Where ſome by pleaſure, ſome by pain are loſt, 
Who yet nor feel'ſt, nor fear'ſt to feel the rage 
Of ſtorms that threaten man's maturer age, 
But view'ft with careleſs and indifferent eyes 
The clouds of folly that around thee riſe. 
Accept, nor fear infection from my ſong : 
Few authors flatter at an age ſo young. 

Look round the habitable world, and ſee 


Who would not wiſh to change their place with thee; 


Tir'd of the ſtate they know not how to mend, 

All praiſe the dawn of life, yet court its end: 

Would not the miſer broach each fav'rite mine, 

His heart as eaſy, thoughts as free as thine ? 

What would the hoary villain not endure, 

His hands as innocent, his ſoul as pure'? 

Would not the ſpendthrift beg his ſquander'd ore, 

To purchaſe half the bliſs thou haſt in ſtore? 

The rake quit follies once ſo us'd to pleaſe, 

For gew-gaws, rattles, and a heart at eaſe ? 
 Neer was a maxim truer ſure than this, 

That want of innocence is want of bliſs ; 

*Tis this, *tis innocence thy boſom chears, 


"This calms thy troubles, this diſpels thy fears; 


This 
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This ſpreads o'er all its beautifying rays, 

Makes ev'ry object, ev'ry play- thing pleaſe ; 

This (whilſt leſs things the guilty breaſt can awe) 

Gives muſic to a key, or beauty to a ſtraw. 

So thro' the priſm to philoſophic eyes, 

The barren lawns in pleaſing proſpect riſe ; 

Steep hills in azure tempt the diſtant ſight, 

Waſte wilds look lovely in a borrow'd light; 

Deck'd by the glaſs the cottage apes the throne, 

And ſhines in colours that were ne'er its own. 
Long may this pleaſing calm remain within, 

Unknown to trouble, as unknown to fin : 

When infant reaſon ſhall begin to rife, 

Prate on thy lips, and wanton in thy eyes, 

O!] may this charm thy ev'ry care beguile, 

Aſſiſt thy prattle, and improve thy ſmile ! 

When growing ſenſe, to rip'ning judgment join'd, 

Shall fix a doubtful empire in thy mind, 

If heat of blood with wanton frenzy warm, 

If eafe ſhould tempt thee, or if pleaſure charm, 

O! may this love of virtue, love of truth, 

Lead thee ſtill ſafe thro? all the paths of youth! 

Next when thy part in life's ſtill varying plan 

Shall call thee forward on the ſtage of man, 

O! may it keep thee honeſt, gen'rous, juſt, 

True to thy word, and cautious of thy truſt, 

Light in thy foul devotion's ſacred flame, 

Make pure religion thy continu'd aim ! 

And laſt, when manhood's vigour ſhall decay, 

Time ſhake thy head and liver t o'er with grey, 


Long 


„„ 

Long may this ſov'reign remedy remain, 

To prop thy weakneſs, and aſſuage thy pain, 
Till the laſt moment ſhed its kindly ray, 

And glad the ev'ning of thy well-ſpent day 

But may ten thouſand pleaſures riſe between 

Thy op'ning curtain and this cloſing ſcene ; 
May health attend thee beautiful and gay, 
And ſmooth thro' life thy elſe too rugged Way; 
May peace ſoon waft thy abſent father o'er, 
With joy and conqueſt to his native ſhore ; 
But whilſt his ſov'reign calls him to the war, 
Far from his country, from his kindred far, 
Him may ſome guardian ſpirit {till attend, 
From ſickneſs ſhelter, and from harm defend; 
Bid ſwords around him innocently play, 

Turn balls aſide, and pointed deaths away; 
But when his ſoul a ſofter paſſion warms, 
When fate reſtores him to thy mother's arms, 
O may thy prattle heighten their delight, 
Chaſe the dull moments of a winter's night ; 
Or when the days thro? gayer ſeaſons run, 
Improve the beauties of a ſummer's ſun : 

May friendſhip's union teach thee ſoon to feel 
Such joys as thoſe who know can only tell! 
But till that hour, too helpleſs babe, ſhall be, 
Accept a father and a friend in me; 

For me enough, if thro? thy future age 

One thought may aid thee from this moral page; 
For me, who loſt to worldly pomp and noiſe, 
Soon ſee its follies, and dares ſcorn its joys. 
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ON FAITH, HOPE, AND CHARITY. 


HRE ſiſters, of one heavenly parent born, 
Religion brighten, and the church adorn ; 

The eldeſt, FAITH, with revelation's eyes, 
'Thro' reaſon's ſhades, the realms of bliſs deſcries ; 
Brings heaven, in realizing proſpect home, 

And antedates the happineſs to come | 

The ſecond, HoPE, With life-beſtowing ſmile, 
Lightens each woe, and ſoftens human toil ; 
Bidding the thought-dejected heart aſcend 
To that bleſt place where every care ſhall end? 
The youngeſt, cHARITY—a ſeraph gueſt ! 

With clement goodneſs warms the ſocial breaſt ; 
Her boundleſs view, and comprehenſive mind, 
Sees and purſues the weal of human kind ; 

And taught to emulate the throne above, 

Graſps all creation in the links of love! 

Yet two of theſe, tho' daughters of the {ky 
Boaſt ſhort duration, and are born to die! ( 
For FAITH ſhall end in viſlon—HoPeE in joy. 
While CHARITY, immortal and ſublime, 

Shall mock the darts of death, and wreck of time. 
When nature ſinks, herfelf the prey of fire, 
And all the monuments of art expire ; 

She ſhall emerge triumphant from the flame, 
The ſame her luſtre, and her worth the ſame | 
Confeſs'd ſhall ſhine to ſaints and angels known, 
Approv'd, diftinguiſh'd, near th' eternal throne ! 
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THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 


THIS IS THE VICTORY—EVEN OUR FAITH, 
I JOHN v. Iv. 


OR various trials from our birth deſign'd, 
(The lot diſpens'd to ſuffering human kind, x 

With diff *rent intereſts in our breaſts at ſtrife, 
The brutiſh nature, with the heavenly life ! 
Preſs'd by temptations, prone to ſenſual ill, 
Our reaſon pliant to our ſordid will, 
What aids has pitying heaven for man prepar'd ? 
What clue to guide him, or what arms to guard ? 
Nature's ſhort line, and philoſophic art, 
A devious rule, and weak defence impart ; 
Too oft thro' life's dark maze miſlead our way, 
Too ſeldom in its warfare gain the day. 
More ſure direction, more ſucceſsful aid] 
Thy goſpel, bleſt Redeemer ! has diſplay'd : 
The guilty mind with vengeful dread oppreſt, 
Is in thy pard'ning mercy taught to reſt; 
Is by thy merits clear'd, thy purchaſe free, 
And for ſupplies of ſtrength depends on thee. 
Who can o'er worldly ſnares triumphant ſtride ? 
What unbeliever ? ſlave, ſeduc'd by pride: 
Who? but th' heroic ſaint, advanc'd to fame 
By faith in Jeſus? that victorious name! 

View man in his probationary ſtate, 
What hoſtile ills his hourly combat wait 

I In 


E 


In youth he liſts vain follies to engage, 


In manhood cares, and peeviſhneſs in age. 


Oft forc'd afflictive trials to endure, 
By uſe, his hardier valour to enure: 


Pined with ſharp wants, depreſt by ſorrow's train, 


By ſickneſs worn, and agoniz d with pain. 
Or if with health he blooms, with plenty ſmiles, 
Still wars alarm him, and inceſſant toils. 
Pleaſures, or cares, ſome freſh attack begin, 
Objects without, and paſſions from within. 

In vain he ſeeks to ſhun th' unpleaſing ftrife, 
Still haraſs'd in the civil feud of life. 

In vain his powers would turn on reaſon's part, 
The ruling inclination holds his heart. 

And O more dangerous {till his conflict grows, 
Charg'd by a powerful hoſt of ſtronger foes, 
Dread hell's malicious troops his peace annoy, 


Their force oppoſe and ſtratagems employ. 


While ſuch his hazards, with ſuch odds oppreſt, 


In nature's ſtrength will man, preſumptuous, reſt ? 


Weak man ! with all his boaſted trophies won, 
So oft deluded, and ſo ſoon undone ? 
Happy alone, while danger thus invades, 
The ſaint aſſiſted with ſuperior aids; 
Him, heaven's artill'ry arms—his ſtrengthen'd reins 
Truth's belt, a firm fincerity ſuſtains. 
A ſteady righteouſneſs thro? life expreſt 


He wears, bright armour, on his dauntleſs breaſt, 
Calm preparation for what ills may riſe, 


With ſure defenſive * his feet ſupplies. 
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But faith, his beſt ſecurity, imparts 
Shield to repel th' infernal fiery darts. 
His helmet, heavenly hope: and brandiſh'd ſword 
The Spirit's weapon, God's victorious word, 
And laſt (for each aſſault) the chief prepare 
Freſh vigilance, and might-renewing prayer. 
Thus fenc'd, and ſkilful how his arms to wield, 
The CHRISTIAN HERO takes the advent'rous field, 
Does adverſe providence beſet his way, 
Pains waſte his body, wants his mind diſmay, 
Stript of eſtate, or relatives or friends: 
Still on the arm that ſmites, his hold depends. 
Conſcious of woes deſerv'd, of numerous tains, 
Leſs than their due, he counts what heaven ordains. 
He takes his Father's ſtripes in gentleſt part, 
Nor one reſentment murmurs in his heart. 
He knows his orders wiſe, his nature kind, 
And each affliction for his health deſign'd. 
Finds earthly good more vain, beneath the rod; 
And drove from creatures, meets his reſt in God. 
He marks how juſt Uzzean Job was try'd; - 
How Jeſus, how the guiltleſs Saviour dy'd. 
Bears the hard lot his patient Lord has borne, 
Stoops to his croſs, and crowns him with his thorn. 
Tho” o'er his long-toſt bark the waves ſwell high, 
Shipwreck'd—and left beneath a darken'd ſky ; 
His faith th' unruMing trial firm endures, 
Deliv'rance hopes, or bleſt rewards aſſures. 
Behold !—if heaven exempts the s Alx from cares, 
Amid his plenty he diſcerns his ſnares : 
| Knows 
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Knows how from ſenſual baits his mind to call, 


Pleas'd in his ſtation, arm'd to bear his fall. 


He deems his wealth a talent left in truſt, 
No private perquiſite for pride or luſt. 

His nobler portion in reverſion lies 

A heavenly kingdom, in his Father's ſkies. 
Gentle in power, with honours ne'er elate, 
He only grows more uſeful, as more great. 


_ His, is the human heart, the lib'ral mind, 


Foe to no party, friend to all mankind. 
To every object of diſtreſſing woes, 
His bounty, as his pity, overflows. 
If in gay youth, to pleaſures he incline, 
Lo! ftill he makes their rule, heaven's word divine; 


Regards due ſeaſon, wild exceſs refrains, 


Nor gall they his review with guilty pains. 

Him, nor deluſive bliſs to vice beguiles, 

Th” intemperate bowl, the harlot's baneful ſmiles; 
Proof *gainſt each lure that would the combat win, 
Calm *mid the ſtrife that paſſions raiſe within. 

On the young HEBREW his reflections dwell, 

Who a lewd wanton could reſiſt ſo well; 

By gratitude reſtrain'd, and pious fear, 


A ſhining proof of chaſtity ſevere | 


But moſt the ſacred declarations move, 
That ſhut th' adulterer from the ſeats above, 
That temp'rate paſſions teach, and pure deſire, 


And promiſe aids, the conqueſt to acquire, 


The charms of heavenly love his thoughts employ, 
The price of heavenly crowns, and heavenly joy. 
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He counts the pains his ſuff'ring $8Aviou bore, 
Reſolv'd, his guilt ſhall ope thoſe wounds no more; 
Nor render vain ſuch pity, love, and grace, 

Shown for man's worthleſs, -ill deſerving race. 

Hail, reverenc'd GOSPEL] our ſecureſt guide, 
In peace beſt comfort, beſt defence when try'd : 

Giv'n to ſupport the weak, the fall'n to aid, 
O! be thro? earth thy grateful ſounds convey'd ! 

— Still view the friend of Jeſus, how ſerene, 
Bright faith conducts him thro? life's parting fcene: 
Helps him pale death to ſcorn, proud fiends to quell, 
Himſelf, too hard for all the force of hell: 

But mark, what triumphs ! mark th' amazing ſtate, 
What dazzling pomps th” aſcending victor wait! 
The joys of angels!—the PREDESTIN'D crown. 
The ſhouts !/—the plaudit from th* eternal throne | 
Bliſs, which a muſe defil'd with guilt and woe 
Conceives but faintly, nor attempts below. 

Yet, bleſt Redeemer ! heaven's diſpoſing Lord, 
By whom the ſinner is to bliſs reſtor'd ; 

Chief, in my grateful heart, that owes to thee 
All ] poſſeſs, or am, or hope to be. 

Vet can thy grace each guilty bar remove, 

And make me taſte th* unknown delights above. 
Till when—thy willing ſoldier, weak—unſkilFd, 
So oft aſſaulted in life's doubtful field; 

His feeble efforts in thy cauſe diſplays, 

And conſecrates this trophy to thy praiſe, 
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DISTRESSED ABOUT TEMPORAL CIRCUMSTANCES 
2 A LITTLE BEFORE MARRIAGE, *,* 


HERE-E'ER kind providence directs thy way, 


Like thee I'll follow, and like thee obey ; 
The happy road, with ſweet complaiſance ſee, 
And Joyful tread the path, dear maid, with thee, 


If humble eoveRTy thy ſteps attend, 

And thorny cares with ſofteſt pleaſures blend ; 
Induftrious love ſhall labor night or day, 

To ſmooth thy footſteps in life's rugged way. 


The pains of want Þ'll from thy boſom move, 
And leſſen grief with kind officious love; 

The frowns of INDIGENCE reſigned ſee, h 

Nor dread her threat'nings if but bleſs'd with thee, 


If, * all my toils of pleaſing care, 

Wiſe providence with- hold what love would ſhare, 
My thankful ſoul ſhall eager ſtill purſue 

In queſt of happineſs, dear maid, for you. 


Not on the EARTH, the gift I wiſh to find, 

- - Since all her bleſſings leave a want behind 
ExPERIENCE tells me theſe will not ſuffice, | 
Ne'er make thee happy, nor yet make thee wile. 
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To higher bliſs I'll lead thy gentler ſoul, 
Where endleſs joys in ſwift ſucceſſion roll; 
To boundleſs pleaſures, free from é ry ſtrife, 
Which now perplex the mazy paths of life. 


Tide, time and diſtance now obſtruct the ſight, 

Forbid enjoyment and prolong c er 
Yet patient wait, nor Jet thy tongue upbriia, A 
Nor doubt the kindneſs of paternal aid 7 ; 


In that bleſt clime reſides the K1NG of l 

Who life from death, who' joy from ſorrow brings; 

Whoſe bounteous hand his creatures wants ſupplies, 
Gives all that's needful nor "Wilat's 1 denies. | 


Haſte theti my ir Ay ELOoIsA "oy 

Known are our wants to his all-ſecing eye; 
If RICHES needful—theſe he will ſupply, ; 
And if ſuperfluous, with kind hand deny. 


In health in ſickneſs, or. in eaſe or pain, | 

In want in plenty, or in loſs or ga 
Our duty ſure to be alike reſign dd, 
Since either ſtate is what himſelf aſſign⸗ d | 


Falrn's prying eye ſhall view a FATHER” s care, 1 
In all we SUFFER, and in all we ſhare; 

Shall hail the trials which in life we prove, 4 
And own AFFLICTIONS are the VOICE Hy loype 3] 
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REFLECTIONS 


ON THE VAIN PURSUITS AND IMPERFECT EN- 


 JOYMENTS OF HUMAN LIFE, 


IFE, like a play-thing, humours us a while ; 
We prize the bauble, as its trinkets ſmile; 
Each glittering trifle ſtills us for a day, 
Then children- like we throw that toy away; 


With froward minds we long for ſomething new, 
And ſtill a vain variety purſue. 


The diſtant object which we covet moſt, 
If once enjoy'd, is in poſſeſſion loſt: 


Thoſe hills from far, with ſeeming verdure crown'd, 


A cloſer view has bleak and barren found. 

Led on by hope, we tread the fairy maze, 

And eager graſp at ſomething till to pleaſe : 

A dear-bought wiſdom diſappointment ſhews; 

In life's blank lottery all may fear to loſe. 
The MiskR, anxious for his hoarded gold, 


Starves in abundance, and in want grows old; 


With ſqueezing palm he gripes his mammon faſt, 


And clinches cloſer as he breathes his laſt: 


For ſtrangets hoards his piles of mouldy pelf, 
Who ſoon ſhall waſte what he denies himſelf: 
Penurious madman, anxious for his heap, 
Lab'ring to fow what other hands muſt reap. 
By midnight lamps the poring s AGE has paſt 
His painful life, and is deceiv'd at laſt; 
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Huge volumes from his teeming thoughts he draws, 
Imagin'd monuments of vaſt applauſe, 
Which ſhall to diſtant years tranſmit him ee 
And teach poſterity his great renoẽwn; 
Pleas'd with the proſpect, he reſigns his breath, 
And fond]y triumphs over time and death; 
When lo! his works, an uſeleſs lumber rot, 
And are, with him, in half an age forgot, 


Through foes for fame the 80LDIER hews his way, 


Provoking fate, and fame ſhall be his pay: 

For this young AMMON ſeeks to ſcale the ſkies, -. - 

And frantic CHARLES impartial fate defies : 

T was this made heroes in all ages bleed, 

That men unborn might envy every deed, 
Deluded mortals labor oft in vain | 

By death prevented ere they found their gain: 

What gain, alas! can be expected here, 

Where all things fail, and nothing's found ſincere! 

Yet human vanity aſſerts her claim, 

And courts an empty echo for a name. 

This paſſion prone to loweſt rank deſcends, 

The coarſeſt clown for clumſy fame contends 

Ambition ebbing to its vulgar lee, 

Ferments in dregs, and warms each baſe 8 | 

Since life's enjoyments weigh not half its ill, 

And nothing here the human ſoul can fill, 

To diſtant objects ſhe muſt turn her eye, 

And preſent wants by future hopes ſupply ; 

ouch hopes, well-grounded, ſpeak her truly wiſe, 

And lift her. wiſhes to their native ſkies z | 
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Ahove the reach of rumours feeble ſounds, 2 
And fame that circles in ſurviving rounds. ' 

To graſp at happineſs is all our view, 

Through diff*rent tracts her footſteps we purſuc ue; 
While each his own fallacigus path . 
As int'reſt leads, or inelination moves: | 
Vet moſt through error loſe their wiſhd- for way, 
Who ſets out wrong muſt yander far aſtray, 

Some, plung'd in riot, ſeek their ſov'reign good 

From tilting ſpirits and tumultuous blood; 
With large potations reaſon's vojce depreſs, 
And drown her clamours in the deep excels ; 
*Midft reeking fumes exhale their lives away, 
Whilſt late repentance and a ſwift decay, 
Purſuing cloſe at pleafure's lawleſs heels, 
Bring all the woes deſpairing frenzy feels: 
When lungs decay'd, and nerves convulſive ſhake, 
Each pungent pang confirms the mad miſtake : 
Reflection then on reaſon's aid ſhall call, 

Bid prudence prop what folly dooms to fall. 
In vain much wealth for happineſs we try, 
Soft pleaſures pall, and ſoon as taſted die, 
Ambition giddy on its ſummit grows,* 

And crowns it heavy on the monarch's brows; 
Our knowledge too'in narrow bounds confin'd, 
Defrauds our hopes and diſappoints the mind ; 
Lo! all enjoyments are imperfect here, | 
And pleaſure's cup is ever mixt with care. 

Since all conditions there my wants proclaim, 
Is then this happineſs an empty name ? 
. | | A mere 
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A mere deluſion in our warm embrace ? 
A flitting phantom which we fondly chaſe ? 
Can nothing here the eager mind ſuſtain ? 
Is health a ſhadow, or is virtue vain ? 
The one in abſence we too late regard, 
The other fails, nor is its own reward : 
Continu'd health's true value's ſeldom known, 
And virtue's ſtrangely out of faſhion grown. 

As they who fail by India's fragrant ſhore, 
Relax their ſpeed, and every gale devour ; 
Baſk in the breezes breath'd from ſpicy lands, 
Yet ſound the rocks and ſhun the ſhelving ſands ; 
To their intended coaſt they ſlowly ſteer, 
Enjoy the paſſage, but not anchor there. 
So we through life with calm content ſhould roam, 
Endure the journey, not miſtake our home. 
What here we reap is for refreſhmeat given, 
Convenient ſtages in our way to heaven : 
What taſte of happineſs we find below, 
Muſt from religion's ſacred fountain flow; 
When gentle paſſions move obedient ſtill, 
And reaſon rules, and wiſdom guides the will; 
This ſoul-felt calm can every 11] remove, 
And gives an earneſt of the joys above; 
Draws the bright ſcene, unfolds the gates of bliſs, 
A life celeſtial, and begun in this, 
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THE POOR MAN's LAM B. 


A PARAPHRASE OF NATHAN'S PARABLE TO DAVID, 
AFTER THE MURDER OF URIAH, AND HIS 
MARRIAGE WITH BATHSHEBA, 


BY THE HONOURABLE ANNE, COUNTESS OF 
WINCHILSEA, 


OW ſpent the fallen king in amorous cares 
T he hours of ſacred ſong and holy prayers ; 

In vain the altar waits his ſlow returns, 

Where unattended incenſe faintly burns ; 

In vain the whiſpering PRIESTS their fears expreſs, 

And of the change a thouſand cauſes gueſs. 

Heedleſs of all their cenſures he retires, 

And in his palace feeds his ſecret fires ; 

Impatient, *till from RABBAH tidings tell, 

That near thoſe walls the poor uRIA fell; 

Led to the onſet by a choſen few, 

Who, at the treacherous ſignal, ſoon withdrew; 
Nor to his reſcue e'er return'd again, 

Till by fierce Ammon's ſword they ſaw the victim 
ſlain, | 
Tis paſs'd, *tis done! the holy marriage knot, 

Too ſtrong to be unty'd, at laſt is cut. 

And now to BATHSHEBA the king declares, 

That with his heart, the kingdom too is her's ; 

That 1S$RAEL's throne and longing monarch's arms 

Are to be fill'd but with her widow'd charms ; 1 
or 
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Nor muſt the days of formal tears ſucceed, 
To croſs the living, and abuſe the dead. 
This ſhe denies; and ſigns of grief are worn, 
But mourns no more than may her face adorn ; 
Give to thoſe eyes, which love and empire fir'd, 
A melting ſoftneſs, more to be deſir'd; 
T'ill the fix'd time, tho? hard to be endur'd, 
Was palſs'd, and a ſad conſort's name procur'd: 
When, with a pomp that ſuits a prince's thought, 
By paſſion ſway'd, and glorious woman taught, 
A QUEEN ſhe's made, than MIcHAL ſeated higher, 
Whilſt light unuſual airs prophane the hallow'd lyre. 
Where art thou, NATHAN? where's that ſpirit now, 
Giv'n to brave vice, tho' on a prince's brow ? 
In what low cave, or on what deſart coaſt, 
Now virtue wants it, is thy preſence loſt ? 
And lo! he comes; the reverend bard appears, 
Defil'd with duſt his awful filver hairs, 
And his rough garment wet with falling tears, 
The KING this mark'd, and conſcious would have fled 
'The healing balm that for his wounds was ſhed ; 
But the more wary prieſt with ſerpent art, 
Join'd to the dove-like temper of his heart, 
Retards the prince juſt ready to depart, 
Hear me, the cauſe between two neighbours hear 
Thou, who for juſtice doſt the ſceptre bear: 
Help the oppreſs'd, nor let me weep alone 
For him, who calls for ſuccour from the throne. 
Good princes for protection are ador'd, 
And greater by the ſhield, than by the ſword,” 
| | 1 This 
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This clears the doubt, and now no more he fears | For tl 


The cauſe his own, and therefore ſtays and hears : The | 

When thus the prophet;—in a flowery plain On 

A KING-LIKE man does in full plenty reign ; To hi 

Caſts round his eyes, in vain, to reach the bound, Extol 
Which jJorRDaAN's flood ſets to his fertile ground: Go fed 

Counting his flocks, whilſt LEBANON contains « An 

A herd as large, kept by his numerous ſwains, In | 

That fill with bellowings the morning air, Not te 
And to the ſhade at ſcorching noon repair. The © 

Near to this wood a lowly cottage ſtands, Unus' 
Built by the humble owner's painful hands; Whill 

Fenc'd by a ſtubble-roof from rain and heat, And, 

Secur'd without, without all plain and neat. « Oh 

A field of ſmall extent ſurrounds the place, My ſte 

In which one ſingle EwE did ſport and graze : My gr 
This his whole ſtock, till in full time there came More \ 
To blefs his utmoſt hopes, a ſnowy LAMB; Shew'c 
Which, leſt the ſeaſon yet too cold might prove, And tl 

And northern blaſts annoy it from the grove, While 
Or tow'ring fowl on the weak prey might ſeize, And li: 
(For with his ſtore his fears muſt too increaſe) __ 

He brings it home, and lays it by his ſide, When 
At once his wealth, his pleaſure, and his pride O wat 
Still bars the door, by labour call'd away, Our lai 
And, when returning at the cloſe of day, If, wit 
With one ſmall meſs himſelf and that ſuſtains, — 1 
And half his diſh it ſhares, and half his gains. &« TH 
—When to the great man's table now there comes Nor thi 
A powe 


A LoRD as great, follow'd by hungry grooms: 


For 
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For theſe muſt be provided ſundry meats, 
The beſt for ſome, for others coarſer cates ! 

One ſervant diligent above the reſt, 
To help his maſter to contrive the feaſt, 
Extols the LAMB, *twas nouriſh'd with ſuch care, 
So fed, ſo lodg'd, it muſt be princely fare; 
„And having this, my lord, his own may 3 

In haſte he ſends, led by no law but will, 
Not to intreat, or purchaſe, but to kill. 
The meſſenger arrives; the harmleſs ſpoil ” 
Unus'd to fly, runs bleating to the toil : 
Whilſt for the innocent the owner fear'd, 
And, ſure, would move, could poverty be heard! 
% Oh ſpare, he cries, the product of my cares! 
My ſtock's increaſe ! the bleſſings on my pray'rs! 
My growing hope, and treaſure of my life! — 
More was he ſpeaking, when the murdering knife 
Shew'd him his ſuit, tho' juſt, muſt be deny'd, 
And the white fleece in its own ſcarlet dy'd; | 
While the poor helpleſs wretch ſtands weeping by, 
And lifts his hands for juſtice to the ſæy.— 

* Which he ſhall find! th' incenſed KINO replies, 
When for the foul offence th? oppreſſor dies. 
O NATHAN ! by the HOLY NAME I ſwear, 
Our land ſuch wrongs unpuniſh'd ſhall not bear, 
If, with the fault, th' offender thou declare.“ 

Then, ſays the prophet, cloſing with the time, 
© THOU ART THE MAN, and thine the ill- natur'd 
Nor think againſt thy place or ſtate I err, [crime. 


A power above thee does this charge prefer: : 
Urg'd 
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Urg'd by whoſe ſpirit, hither am I brought, Who k 
T' expoſtulate his goodneſs, and thy fault; Now tu 
To lead thee back to thoſe forgotten years, The & 
In labour ſpent and lowly ruſtic cares, Giving 
When in the wilderneſs thy flocks were few, To all 
Thou didſt the ſhepherd's ſimple art purſue, | For wh 
Thro' cruſting froſts, and penetrating dew: | And, i. 
Till wondering JESSE 'faw ſix brothers pafs'd, Thy ca 
And thou, elected, thou the leaſt, and laſt, Un 
A ſceptre to thy rural hand convey'd, Who, f 
And in thy boſom royal beauties laid: And ſec 
A lovely princefs made thy prize that day, Thou h 
When on the ſhaken' ground the GIANT lay, But this 
Stupid in death, beyond the reach of cries, « En 
That bore thy ſhouted praiſe to liſtening ſkies, | And poi 
And drove the flying foe as ſwift away | Falls on 
As winds of old, locuſts to EGyPT's ſea. | By whic 
Thy heart with love, thy temples with renown, Then, v 
Th' all-giving hand of heaven did largely crown, Drin 
Whilſt yet thy cheek was ths with youthful E «Ta. 
down. „ For! 
What more could craving man of Gop implore, 3 
Or what for favour'd man could 60D do more? God net 
Yet could not theſe, nor ISR AEL's throne ſuffice The wor 
Intemperate wiſhes, drawn thro' wandering eyes. Th' ary 
One beauty, not thy own, and feen by chance, Thus wa 
Defiles thy GRACE with one alluring glance; As the fi 
Chaces the ſpirit fed by ſacred art, | Or on th 


And blots the title AFTER GCOD's OWN HEART |! 
| Black 
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Black murder breeds, to level at his head, 
Who boaſts ſo fair a partner of his bed, 
Nor long muſt he poſſeſs thoſe envied charms, 
The ſingle treaſure of his houſe and arms: 
Giving by this thy fall, cauſe to blaſpheme 
To all the heathen the ALMIGHTY NAME: 
For which the sworD ſhall ſtill thy race purſue, 
And, in revolted IsRAEL's ſcornful view, 
Thy captiv'd wives ſhall be in triumph led 
Unto a bold uſurper's ſhameful bed ; 
Who, from thy bowels ſprung, ſhall — thy hne 
And ſcourge thee by a ſin beyond thy own. 
Thou haſt thy fault in ſecret darkneſs done; 
But this ſhall be before the noon-day's ſun.” (plies, 

«© Enough!” the KING, Enough!” the SAINT re- 
And pours his ſwift repentance from his eyes: 
Falls on the ground, and tears the nuptial veſt, 
By which his crime's completion was expreſs'd : 
Then, with a ſigh, blaſting to carnal love, 
Drawn deep as hell, and piercing heav'n above, 
Let me, he cries, let me, attend his rod, 
“For J have ſinn'd, for I have loſt my cop!” . 

e Hold! ſays the prophet, of that ſpeech beware, 
God neꝰer was loſt, unleſs by man's deſpair : 
The wound that thus is willingly reveal'd, 
Th ALMIGHTY 1s as willing ſhould be heal'd: 
Thus waſh'd in tears, thy ſoul as fair does ſhow, 
As the firſt fleece, which on the lamb does grow | 
Or on the mountain's top the flaky ſnow. 

| Yet, 
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Vet, to the world that juſtice may appear 
Acting her part impartial and ſevere, 
The offspring of thy ſin ſhall ſoon reſign 
That life, for which thou muſt not once repine; 
But with ſubmiſſive grief his fate deplore, 
And bleſs the hand that does inflict no more,” 


«© Shall I then pay but part, and owe the whole? 


My body's fruit for my offending ſoul ? 

Shall I no more endure, the king demands, 
And *ſcape thus lightly his offended hands ? 
Oh! let him all reſume, my crown, my fame, 
Reduce me to the nothing whence I came; 
Call back his favours faſter than he gave, 

And, if but pardon'd, ſtrip me to my grave. 
Since, tho' he ſeem'd to LosE, he ſurely wins, 
Who gives but earthly comforts for his fins.” 
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_ ON THE FALSE REPORT OF MRS, K—Y's DEATH: 


N wings of wind his journey rumor ſped, 
Proclaiming wide illuſtrious K—v dead: 
Suſpended tears ſtood big in every eye, 
Till truth's fair aſpect chas'd the recent lie: 
Slow mov'd the tears to ſorrow's ſad employ, 
But guſh'd a torrent in the cauſe of joy. 
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THOUGHTS ON PSALM cxix. xx. 


FROM HUGO: 


MY SOUL BREAKETH OUT FOR THE VERY FERVENT DESIRE 
THAT IT HATH ALWAYS UNTO THY JUDGMENTS, 


HILE heaven and earth ſolicit me to love, 
My doubtfulchoice is puzzl'dwhich t'approve: 
Heaven cries, OBEY, while earth proclaims, be FREE, 
Heaven urges DUTY, earth pleads LIBERTY. 
Call'd hence by heaven, by earth I'm call'd again, 
Toſt, like a veſlel on the reſtleſs main: | 

Theſe diff rent loves a doubtful combat wage, 

And thus obſtruct the choice they would engage. 
Ah! *tis enough; let my long-harraſs'd mind 

In the beſt choice a peaceful haven find! 

O my dear GoD | let not my foul incline 
To any love, or let that love be thine ! 

True, it is pleaſant to be free to chuſe, 

And when we will, accept; when not, refuſe, 
Freedom of choice endures reſtraint but ill, 

Tis uſurpation on the unbounded will, 

The neighing ſteed thus loos'd from bit and rein, 
To his lov'd paſture runs in haſte again. | 

So the glad ox, from his plough- -burthen freed, 
Runs lowing on to wanton in the mead : 

And when the hind their freedom would revoke, 
THarT ſcorns his harneſs, TH1s defies the yoke, 
Freedom in choice we fondly count a bliſs; 

Eager to chuſe, tho? oft we chuſe amiſs. 
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go the young PRODIGAL, impatient grown 
To manage his entire eſtate alone, 
Takes from his prudent father's frugal care : 
His ſtock, by that improv'd and thriving there : 
But his own ſteward made, with eager haſte 
He does the ſlow-gain'd patrimony waſte; 
Till ſtarv'd by riot, and with want oppreſt, 
He feeds with ſwine, himſelf the greater beaſt. 
Thus in deſtruction often we rejoice, | 
Fleas'd with our RUIN, ſince it was our coc, 
How do we weary heaven with diff rent prayers ! 

The medly, ſure, abſurd and vain appears. 
Tais begs a WIFE, nor thinks a greater bliſs; 
And THAT'S as earneſt to be rid of his: = 
Ta1s prays for children; THAT o'er- ſtock'd, repines 
At the too fruitful iſſue of his loins. ; 
Tris aſks his father's days may be prolong'd; 
THar, if his father lives, complains he's wrong'd: 
Youth prays for good old age, and aged men : 
Would caſt their ſkins, and fain grow young again. 
Scarce in ten thouſand two alike agree; 
' Nay, ſome diſlike what they juſt with d to be. 
None know this minute what will ſuit them beſt, 
Since that which follows brings ſome new requeſt, 
Oh why, like ſuch, grown reſtleſs with deſire, 
Do my vain thoughts to unknown joys aſpire? | 
Be gone falſe hopes, vain wiſhes, anxious fears! 
Hence, ye diſturbers of my peaceful years 
O my dear Cop] let not my ſoul incline 
To any love, or let that love be thine! 
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THOUGHTS ON PSALM cxix. v. 


FROM THE SAME, 


oO THAT MY WAYS WERE MADE SO DIRECT, THAT I MIGHT 


KEEP THY STATUTEzs! 


N What a maze of error here I ſtray, 

Where various paths confound my doubtful way! 
Talis, to the right; THAT to the left-hand lies: 
HERE, valesdeſcend; THERE ſwelling mountains riſe: 
THis has an eaſy, THAT a rugged way 
The treach'ry THIS conceals, THAT does betray, 
But whither theſe ſo diff rent courſes go, 

Their wand'ring paths forbid, till try'd, to know. 
Here thwarting difficulties ſtay my feet, 
And on each road I threat'ning dangers meet. 
But, more to heighten and increaſe my dread, 
Darkneſs involves each doubtful ſep I tread : 
No friendly tracts my wand'ring footſteps guide, 
Nor other feet th* untrodden ground have try'd. 

Oh! who will help a wretch thus gone aſtray ! 
What friendly ſtar direct my dubious way? 
A glorious cloud conducted 15RAEL's flight, 
By day their cov'ring, as their guide by night. 
T he eaſtern kings found Bethlehem too from far, 
Led by the conduct of a twinkling ſtar. 

Nor be thou leſs propitious, Lord, to me, 
Since all my buſineſs is to worſhip thee, 

| I See 
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See how the wand'ring croud miſtake their way; 
And, toſt about by their own error, ſtray ! 
| Tris tumbles headlong from an unſeen hill; 
THAT lights on a blind path and wanders ſtill, 
With hafte, but not good ſpeed, TH1s hurries on; 
THAT moves no faſter than a ſnail might run. 
While to and fro another haſtes in vain, 
No ſooner in the right, than out again. g T 
HERE one walks on alone, whoſe boaſted ſkill | 


01 


Invites another to attend him ſtill; Rega. 
Till among thorns or miry pools they tread, They 
Tuis by his guide, THAT by himfelf miſled. The | 
HERE one in a perpetual circle moves, The V 
Another, THERE, in endleſs mazes roves ; F n 
And when he thinks his weary ramble done, While 
He finds (alas!) he has but juſt begun. Fearlei 
Thus ſtill in droves, the blinded rabble ſtray, Happy 
And led by error miſs the narrow way. They 0 
O that my ways directed were by thee, Alike u 
From the deceits of baneful error free! But! 
Till all my motion, like a dart's, became Of reaſ 
Swift as its flight, unerring as its aim. A candi 
And when thy law requires me to obey, An infa 
Let me not loiter, nor miſtake the way: Shall I 
But be thyſelf the Bow, thy Law the white, Mindleſ: 
And I the aRRow deſtin'd for the flight. No: her 
And when thou'rt pleas'd to ſhew thy greateſt ſkill, And riey 
Make me the poliſh'd ſhaft t'obey thy will. From 
| My days 
But, mea 
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kEFLECTIONS 
ON ered MISIMPROVEMENT OF TIME, 


HE vernal flowers, unconſcious of their bloom, 
From day to day exhale a ſhort perfume ; 
Regardleſs how the winged moments fly, 
They ſpring and flouriſh, propagate and die; 
The brutal tribes ſerenely thoughtleſs graze 
The verdant fields, nor heed the flight of days 
From ſtage to ſtage of life unthinking run, 
While, unperceiv'd, decrepid age creeps on ; 
Fearleſs of future, and the paſt forgot, 
Happy thro' blindneſs, calm thro” want of thought, 
They dream dull life away, then turn to earth, 
Alike unmindful of their death or birth. 
But I, diſtinguifh'd with the awful power 
Of reaſon; born ta be for evermore 
A candidate for immortality, 
An infant-heir of worlds, and ne'er to die; 
Shall I, in life's ſwift courſe move blindly on, 
Mindleſs how far, or how, or where I run ? 
No: here I'll pauſe, from this advanc'd wide ſtage, 
And ſiew the progreſs of my fleeting age. 
From ty firſt being meaſur'd by the ſun, 
My days a round of thirty years have run: 
But, meaſur'd by my progreſs in the race 


Of learning, wiſdom, knowledge, virtue, grace, 
F-2 They 
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They ſhrink into a ſhort contracted ſpan; 

In theſe a BABE, in ſize and years a MAx: 

Theſe ſeeds of life divine, as yet ungrown, 

Or (O tremendous thought !) ev'n yet unſown; 
My foot juſt enter'd in the heav'nly road, 
Unſkill'd in the fair path which leads to God; 
My work undone; my acquiſitions ſmall; 

One day, alas ! ſufficient for them all, 

How vig'rous, earthly trifles to purſue, 

How flow while heaven's high objects are in view! 
Pronouncing mortal things with ready tongue, 

But 1iſping themes divine, and ſtammering long. 
How faint my taſte for ſolid, manly joys ! 
Raptur'd with baubles, pleas'd with childiſh toys ; 
To eat, and drink, and ſleep, by inſtinct taught, 
Untrain'd to manly exerciſe or thought! 

In me, alas! how ſadly reconcil'd 

The wide extremes of man and of the child. 

Ah! what have I been doing ? how have fled 

My years by ſtealth, unnotic'd oer my head? 
Amaz'd ! ſurpriz'd I aſk, how came I here? 
Amaz'd at thirty ere I was aware 

Inſenſibly from youth to riper age, 

Swiftly we glide along this mortal ftage : 

How quick old age advances in the rear! 

How near to youth! yet death, perhaps, more near. 
So moves the reſtleſs watch her little hand, 

That turns perpetual while it ſeems to ſtand ; 
Thus unperceiv'd the candle waſtes away, 


Till darkneſs ends its counterfeited day: 
N 8 i And 


Dart thro 


Theſe hid 
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And thus the ſhadow on the dial caſt, 
Steals on, unnotic'd, till the hour be paſt. 
The dream now diſappears, th' enchanting dream, 


That ſmoothly bore me down time's rapid ſtream : 


Reckleſs, and unaware I wake at laſt : 
View life's ſcant wretched voyage almoſt paſt, 
And eye th' eternal ocean, fearful, wide, and vaſt! 

As when th' incautious youth, who lightly fails 
On ſome ſmooth ſtream urg'd by ſoft breathing gales, 
Caſts off all fear, nor, till the awful ſound 
Of boiſt'rous floods and billows roar around, 

Can think of danger; then, with double fright, 
Surveys the horrors of th' unwonted ſight: 

A boundleſs ocean all its terrors ſpreads, 

To which the ſmooth deceitful current leads: — 
With like ſurpriſe I caſt my eyes on thee, 
Tremendous ocean, vaſt eternity! 

Oh! why ſo often, why ſo long forgot! 

Why, when fo near, thus abſent from my thought! 
Why was I deaf to the tremendous roar 

Of thoſe dread waves which daſh time's mould'ring 
Where's now the anchor of unſhaken hope, \ſhore ? 
And faith, almighty faith ! thy cable rope? 

Where lies the coaſt unknown ? My ni, 
Jesus, thou ruler of the ſeas, appear! 

Speak the almighty mandate: Peace; be ſtill ;” 
The lawleſs waves will ſoon obey thy will: : 

Dart thro' theſe hideous glooms one chearful ray, 
Theſe hideous glooms will brighten into day, 

13 If 
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t ſmile the ocean's calm and clear, 
4 rub and miſts; and darkneſs diſappear, 
If on life paſt my guilty eye I turn, 
My moments, as departing friends, I mourn : 
Important friends and meſlengers of love, 
On kind deſigns commiſſion'd from above: 
My gentle tutors ſent to educate, 
A raw young pupil for the heavenly ſtate, 
Lib'ral diſpenſers of unnumber'd means, 
To form my ſoul for everlaſting nen: 
All offer'd me their ſervice as they paſs'd, Lo 
Though not allow'd to ſtay, and wing d with aſte, 
Us'd all their efforts; all were us'd in vain ; 
Slighted, and oh! with hands ee mw, 
Ungrateful hands ! guilt, horrid ſpectre ! ſtalks 
Before my eyes, and haunts my ſecret malle. | 
Demanding vengeance ;—OQ my murder d years ! 
Cannot theſe cries, theſe penitential tears 
Recall you back to life? And are you gone 
For ever, and no more to ſee the ſun! 7 
Oh might your light but bleſs my eyes again 
Fruitleſs, alas ! the wiſh, the hope as vain.— 
| Yet cannot grace, 9 eee 
ien onſcience fo defil'd as mine? 
* ma cop! 1 fly; 56 loſt and undone, 
<c ] plead the well-ſpent moments of thy Son; 
* I plead his death, who for his murd'rers n 
6 And, O for me, I truſt, the murd'rer of my days!” 
Of thirty empires, and their vaſt affairs, | 
How mean the truſt compar'd with thirty years ! 


o S 


rs. BRA ae BA eos, OR 


Im- 


© > 


8 
" > 


my . 
Z d 


Imp 
Imp 
A ſte 
The 
Milli 
Now 
And 
Once 
Now 
Alas! 
Until 
Lo! h 
May V. 
Lo! h 
Fl cat. 
Each h 
Worthy 
This I 


Great 6 


WRITTÞh 


THE 4 
DISP( 


TU1 
| Make 


( 235 J 


Important treaſure | how immenſe the amount 
Improv'd ; abus'd, how dreadful the account ! 

A ſtock, if well improv'd, that will maintain 
The ſoul in ſtate while endleſs years remain. 
Millions, who liv'd t' enjoy but half that ſtore, 
Now reign on high, enrich'd for evermore; 

And Oh! what clouds once burdened with a day, 
Once kill'd in arts to trifle it away, | 

Now for one hour a thouſand worlds would pay 
Alas | muſt time's importance be conceal'd, 
Until by death eternity's reveal'd? 

Lo! here, I vow—1if one ſo frail and weak, 

May venture yet one humble vow to make ; 

Lo! here, I vow—be witneſs earth and heaven. 
I'll catch the flying moments as they're giv'n; 
Each hour to ſome important end aſſign'd, 
Worthy the care of an immortal mind : 

This I engage; but O *tis only thou 

Great 60D |! can'ſt aid me to perform my vow, 


' WRITTEN EXTEMPORE, ON A LADY'S PRESENTING 
THE AUTHOR A VOLUME OF SEA WEEDS, 80 
DISPOSED ON THE LEAVES, AS TO IMITATE 
TREES, SHRUBS, &c. *,* 


TUDIOUS of art, the ſoft aſſiduous fair 
Makes mimic life the object of her care; 
With ſcenes deſcriptive ſtrikes the wond'ring eyes, 

While pictur'd nature in her volume lies. 
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WRITTEN BY A LADY AT BATH, AND SENT TG 
HER HUSBAND A FEW DAYS BEFORE SHE DIED, 


HOU who doſt all my worldly thoughts employ, 
T hou pleaſing ſource of all my earthly joy, 

Thou tendereſt huſband, and thou deareſt friend, 
To thee this laſt, this fond adieu I ſend, _ 
At length the conqueror death aſſerts his right, 
And will forever yail me from thy ſight. 
He woos me to him with a chearful grace, 
And not one terror clouds his awful face. 
He promiſes a laſting reſt from pain, 
And ſhews that all life's fleeting joys are vain, 
Th' eternal ſcenes of heaven he ſets in view, 
And tells me that no other joys are true. 
But love, fond love, would yet reſiſt his power, 
Would fain awhile defer the parting hour. 
He brings thy weeping image to my ſight, 
And ſtays my paſſage to the realms of light. 
But ſay; thou deareſt, thou unwearied friend, 
Say, ſhouloſt thou grieve to ſee my ſorrows end? 
Thou know'ſt a painful pilgrimage I've paſt, 
And canſt thou mourn that reſt is come at laſt : 
Rather rejoice to ſee me ſhake off lite, 
And die, as I have liv'd, thy faithful wife, 
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THE MESS FEA: 
BY MR, POPE. 


E nymphs of S6lyma ! begin the ſong: 


To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 


The moſtly fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids, 
Delight no more. O thou my voice inſpire 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallowed lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times, the bard begun, 
A virgin ſhall conceive, a virgin bear a ſon! 
From Jeſſe's root behold a BRANCH ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the ſkies, 
Th' ethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic dove. 
Ye heavens from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r! _ 
The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 


All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall fail, 


Returning juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 

And white-rob'd innocence from heaven deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn! 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious babe be born : 
See nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 


With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring : 
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See lofty Lebanon his head advance, N Th 


See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, ; Th 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron rife, 3 No 
And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies } | Os 
Hark ! a glad voice, the lonely deſart chears, ; Or 
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears! . Th 
A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, I But 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching deity. . Ane 
Lo! earth receives him from the bending ſxies: 4 Thi 
Sink down ye mountains, and ye vallies riſe ! 4 Sha! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars homage pay ! 2 The 
Be ſmooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way! And 
The Saviour comes, by ancient bards foretold : The 
Hear him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold | Sees 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, And 
And on the ſightleſs eye- ball pour the day: New 
Tis he th' obſti ucted paths of ſound ſhall clear, On 
And bid new mufic charm th' unfolding ear; The 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, Wal 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. The 
No ſigh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, To! 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear: And 
In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, The 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound, And 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, The 
Seeks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, And 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, The 
By day o'erſees them, and by night protects, The 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, Pleas 
Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms : And 
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Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage; 
The promis'd father of the future age. 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 
Or ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Or fields with gleaming ſteal be covered o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 
But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a plowſhare end. 
Then palaces ſhall riſe; the joyful ſon 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun ; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the fame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren deſarts with ſurprize 
Sees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe, 
And ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 
The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
Waſte ſandy vallies, once. perplex'd with thorn, 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn ; 
To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyger lead ; 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's fect. 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
The creſted baſiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 
Pleas'd the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, [play. 
And with their forky tongue and pointleſs ſting ſhall 
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Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem riſe! 


Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 

See, a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn ; 
Sce future ſons and daughters yet unborn 

In crowding ranks on every fide ariſe, 
Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies ! | 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light and in thy temple bend : 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate kings, 
And heap'd with products of Sabzan ſprings :; 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 

And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow, 
See heaven in ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day! 

No more the riſing ſun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her ſilver horn, 

But loſt, diftolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
O'erflows thy courts : the light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 
The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away ; 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving power remains; 


Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own MESSIAH reigns! 
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THOUGHTS ON PSALM cxrx. xxxvr1. 


FROM HUGO, 


o TURN AWAY MINE EYES, LEST THEY BEHOLD VANITYe 


IN my high capitol two centries dwell, 

Keep conſtant watch, to guard the citadel : 
If fix'd or wand'ring ſtars, I do not know, 
Tho!” either epithet becomes them too; 
Each from his duty is in ſtraggling loſt, 
Yet each maintains immoveably his poſt; 
Both ſwift of motion, yet both fix'd remain; 
What Sampſon this dark riddle can explain? - 

Ev'n you, my EYES, are theſe myſterious ſtars, 

Fix'd in my head, yet daily wanderers : 
Who plac'd in this exalted tow'r of mine, 
Like torches in ſome lofty Pharos ſhine ; 
J Or like to watchmen on ſome riſing place, 
I View every near, and every diſtant paſs. 
Yet you to me leſs conſtant prove by far, 
Than thoſe kind guides to their obſervers are; 
Like prancing ſteeds, too headſtrong for the fein, 
No flethly arms your wand'ring courſe reſtrain: 
You, by whoſe guidance I ſhould dangers ſhun, 
Betray me to the rocks on which I run. 
Thus wand'ring DINA, led by your falſe light, 
Expos'd her honor, to oblige her fight, 


ou re en ere? as 
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Thus, while JESSIDES view'd the bathing _ 
W hat cool'd her heat, ſoon rais'd in him a flame. 
Thus gazing on the Hebrew matron's eyes, 
Made the Aſſyrian's head her eaſy prize. AY 
Thus the fond ELDERs, by their fight miſled, 
Purſu'd the joys of a forbidden bed; 1 
Nor could their luſtful flame be diſpoſſeſt, : 
Till with a ſhow'r of weighty ſtones ſuppre KLE 

Thus, treach'rous centries, you your On pe ; 
Court the ſurprize, that ſhould the camp alarm. 
Did you for this the capitol obtain? 3 
For this the charge of my chief caſtle . 
Why have you thus t' inferior earth 2 
Man's lofty ſoul, for nobler objects made © 
Say, why not rather raiſe his thoughts on high, 
Beyond the arches of yon ftarry ſky - # 
There, nobler proſpects entertain the 'S' _ 
With various ſcenes of more ſublime delig : 
But you are more on earth than heaven os 
And your induftrious ſearch is downward bent. 

W hat ſhall I do, fince you unruly grow, 
And will no limits, no confinement know 
Oh! ſhut the wand'rers up in endleſs night, 3 
Or with thy hand, dear 60D, contract their ight. 
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REFLECTIONS ON PSALM 


CAT. nu. . 


1 WILL SING PRAISES UN TO MY cob, WHILE I KAVE ANY 
BEING, 


HOULD love divine, at death, my breaſt inſpire, 
And kindle there a ſpark of facred fire; 
This feeble voice ſhall ſongs of tribute raiſe, 
And teach furviving mortals how to praiſe. 
With ſuppliant hand, I'll court the poet's aid, 
And chant the happy numbers genius made; 
Soft ſoothing ſtrains ſhall all my powers employ, 
And turn my intervals of pain to joy. 
But if my ſtamm' ring tongue forget its theme, 
And fault'ring words, confus'd, ſhould intervene ; 
Fen then, ſurrounding friends ſhall thankful ſee 
His boundleſs goodneſs manifeſt in me; 
A WILL-RESIGN'D ſhall fpeak his love the ſame, 
And filent eloquence his praiſe proclaim, 
In patient hope, my ſoul ſhall paſſive lay, 
Nor wifh to leave its now incumber'd clay: 
And when inſatiate death approaches near, 
This tim'rous heart ſhall then forget to fear; 
Shall flap the wing, to find its paſſage free, 
And ſoar aloft to dwell, great God, with thee ? 
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| Yet 

3 | Nor 
THOUGHTS ON PSALM LXxIII. xxiv. 1 
3 j All 

FROM HUGO, ö The 

WHOM HAVE I IN HEAVEN BUT THEE? AND THERE IS NONE Can” 
UPON EARTH THAT I DESIRE IN COMPARISON OF THEE, Ther 

b Heavy 

HAT ſhall I ſeek, great God, in heaven above, With 

Or earth, or ſea, whereon to fix my love? With 

Tho' I ſhould ranſack heaven, and earth, and ſea, Amaz 
Their worth is nothing if depriv'd of thee. And! 
I know what mighty joys in heaven abound, But a 
W hat treaſures in the earth and ſea are found ;_ Nas 
Yet without thee, my love! t enrich their ſtore, But tl 
Their boaſted glories are but mean and poor. Tha 
O heaven] O earth! O vaſt capacious main |! Now | 
Three famous realms wherewealth and plenty reign ! Aids 
Tho' in one heap your triple pleaſures lay, Above 
They were no pleaſures, were my Lord away. And tt 
My thoughts, I own, have often rang'd the deep, Now t. 
Search'd earth and heaven, and in no bounds would Ones 1 
But when they wander'd the creation round, | keep ; Now © 
No equal object in the whole they found, | And he 
Sometimes I thought to rip the pregnant earth, Nos: 
And give its rich and long-born burthen birth; Lots 
Gold, ſil ver, braſs, ſeeds of the ſhining vein, Hymns 
And each bright product of the fertile mine: New tu 
But what advantage? tho? o'ercharg'd with gold, Then ii 


My burſting coffers can't their burthen hold; 
| Vet 


4 
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Vet this can ne'er my troubled mind appeaſe, 
Nor buy my ſorrows one ſoft moment's eaſe. 
| Alas! theſe jewels brought from diſtant coaſts 
All that each river, or the ocean boaſts; 
The ſapphire, jaſper, and the chryſolite, 
Can't quench my thirſt, or ſtay my appetite, 
Then, ſince the eatth and ſea content deny, 
Heaven's lofty fabric I reſolve to try. 
With wonder I the vaſt machine ſurvey, 
With glorious ſtars all ſtudded, bright and gay: 
Amaz'd their ſtill unalter'd courſe I view, 
And how their daily motions they renew. 
But among all the penſile fires above, 
None warm'd my breaſt, none rais'd my ſoul to love : 
But this bright ſcene I diſtant view below; 
Then farewel earth, up to their orbs I go. 
Now leſs'ning cities leave my diſtant fight, 
And now the earth's whole globe is vaniſh'd quite; 
Above the ſun and planets J am borne, 
And their inferior influences ſcorn. 
Now the bright pavement of the ſtars : tread, 
Once the high cov'ring of my humble head. 
Now o'er the lofty flaming wall I flie, 
And heaven's bright court lies open to my eye, 
Now curious crouds of the wing'd choir above 
Tow'rds the new gueſt with dazziing ſplendor move: 
Hymns well compos'd to airs divine they ſing; 
New tune their harps, and ſtrike the loudeſt ftring ; 
Then in briſk notes triumphant anthems play, 
While heaven reſounds, as if *twere holy-day. 
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O glorious manſions fill'd with ſhining fires ! 
O courts fit only for your ſtarry choirs | 
My raviſh'd ſoul's in ſtrange amazement loſt ; 
Sure no delight is wanting on this coaſt, 
Ah!——Said I no delight was wanting here! 
Yes, you want all ; alas! you want my dear, 
Farewel you ſtars, and you bright forms adieu ; 
My buſineſs here was with my love, not you. 
There's nothing good below without my love, 
Nor aught in heaven worth a faint wiſh above. 

One world ſubdu'd, the conqu'ror did deplore 
That niggard fate had not allow'd him more : 
My vaſter thoughts a thouſand worlds deſpiſe, 
Nor loſe one wiſh on ſuch a worthleſs prize. 
Not all the univerſe from pole to pole, 


Heaven, earth, and ſea, can fill my boundleſs ſoul. 


Till now, alas] my ſoul at ſhadows caught, 

And was deceiv'd in what it always fought ; 

Thou, LoRD, alone, art heaven, earth, fea, to me; 
And all are nothing if not bleſt with thee, 


A r 
FROM PRIOR'S SO LOMAN. 


LONG the ſunny bank, or wat'ry mead, 
Tenthouſand ſtalks their various bloſſoms ſpread: 
Peaceful and lowly in their native ſoil, 
They neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil; 
Yet with confeſs'd magnificence deride 
Our gay attire, and impotence of pride. 
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ON THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST, *,* 


ON wide expanſe proclaims a power divine, 
Where worlds, unnumber'd, ſwift revolving, 
ſhine ; | 
Where twinkling ſtars diſplay their diftant light, 
And waſte their luſtre in the bounds of ſight! 
Where riſing ſuns emit the genial ray, 
Diſperſe the night, and bring the welcome day; 
Where waneing moons their circling courſes ſteer, 
And ſhine promiſcuous through the vary'd year. 
But ſee ! conſpicuous in yon eaftern ſkies 
A radiant orb in flow progreſſion rile ! 
Behold ! it ſhines with vaſt effulgence bright, 
And boaſts the luſtre of unuſual light! 
To jupan's plain it bends its deſtin'd way, 
Where watchful ſhepherds vie:v the lucid ray! 
But hark ! my ſoul—what means that ſolemn voice! 
«© Fear not, ye ſtrangers, but with us rejoice; 
% To BETHLEHEM haſte—your Saviour's bleſt abode, 
5 There view the myſt'ry of incarnate God!“ 
But louder ſtil], angelic choirs reſound, 
The Lord a ranſom for his soNs hath found! 
Proclaim ſalvation for a guilty race, 
Undone by NATURE, but redeem'd by GRACE | 
Ye sos of MEN repeat the ſolemn ſound ; 
The Lord a ranſom for his soNs hath found! 
K 2 „ Hail! 
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Hail ! happy favorites of our heavenly king ! 
& To vov theſe tidings we with rapture bring: 
& For yoUu—not Us—(now clad in human guile) 
The willing Saviour left his native ſkies ! 
« Qur kindred ſpirits, when they ſinning fell, 
«© Were doom'd to ſuffer the fierce pangs of hell! 
« There, bound in chains, the impious rebels lie, 
ce And feel a thouſand deaths but never die! 
% For them, no proſpect of a wiſh'd releaſe, 
cc No views of pardon, no kind terms of peace 
“ No gleam of hope diſplays its diſtant beam, 
% No GoD to DIE no JESUS to redeem 
ce One ſinful act deftroy'd their bleſt eſtate, 
« And ſtampt ETERNAL their reverſe of fate! 
«© Then join with us, ye honor'd ſons of GRACE! 
«© Ye happier ſubjects, ye dear PURCHAS'D race | 
6 Let heaven and earth their grateful accents raiſe, 
& And ſing with us your kind Emmanuel's praiſe !” 
Their errand told the ſeraphs take their flight, 
Through trackleſs æther, unapproach'd by ſight; 
The liſt'ning ſhepherds, loſt in ſtrange amaze, 
Expreſs their wonder as they diſtant gaze! 
Thus eager look'd the apoſtolic few, 
When from their preſence, their lov'd maſter flew ! 
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When each fond gazer dropt a mournful tear, 


And wiſh'd to follow him they follow'd here. 
But lo! the ſhepherds turn their wond' ring eyes 
They ſeek the manger, where EMMANUEL lies. 
To BETHLEHEM with haſty ſtrides they run, 
There, viewtheir 5 avI0UR—there, their RISEN SUN! 
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Amazing thought |! but more amazing fight |— 

The GoD of nature, and dark nature's light! 

The CoD of GLoRy leaves the realms of bliſs, 

To ſhare the ſorrows of a world like this! 

From glory flies to be deſpis'd on earth, 

As ſpeaks the language of his humble birth. 
Amazing proof of thy kind errand here! 

Thou so, thou sAvTOUR, whom all ſhould revere 

No infant honors thy lov'd preſence wait, 

No forms of grandeur, nor large rooms of ſtate ; 

No weeping friends, no waiting ſervants *tend, 

No earthly comforts, kind affiſtance lend ; 

No tender nurſe, no ſkilful midwife ſtands, 


To aid weak nature when ſhe moſt demands : 


No downy bed, no eaſy pillows there, 


No feeling ſigns of ſympathetic care 


Nor aught I ſee nor aught affords relief, 

But weeping JoSEPH, drown'd in floods of grief 
Now born the SON the raptur'd PROPHET ſung 

When fire celeſtial touch'd his hallow'd tongue ! 

The given SON the hope of ancient years, 

the PRINCE of PEACE appears 

VWoNDERFUL |—COUNSELLOR|—ALMIGHTY-ONE | 

Th' ETERNAL FATHER—and th' ETERNAL SON! * 

| | All 


* Theſe expreſſions, though agreeable to Iſa. ix. 6, may probably 
be adopted by a SABELLIAN, as conſiſtent with his own ſentiments, 
It may not be improper therefore to inform the candid reader, that I 
retain a ſenſe of the words widely different. The DISTINCT PER= 
5ONALITY of the Godhead, is, in my judgment, a truth of the laſt 
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All hail ! the soN now view the promis'd ſeed 
For whom the lamb, prophetic, us'd to bleed ! 

See from the ALTAR, lowing heifers turn, 

And offer'd incenſe ceaſe at length to burn. 

The wounded victim, gaſping, pants for breath, 


And halt recovered ſtruggles hard with death! = Wh 
The reeking blood, reluctant life beſtows, ö Wh 
Now feels reſtraint and ſtagnates as it flows, C And 
No more the RITES Levitic prieſts began, ; But 
When cRHRIST, their ſubſtance, laid the myſtic plan; i Whe 
Now view the types, the darkſome ſhadows gone , ; And 
And brighter day, hail DAviD's ROYAL s0N! ; Becai 
In humble guiſe behold the babe appear ! ö See 
Nor crowns, nor ſceptres, hail him welcome here. Now 
But lo! the birth ungrateſul men deride, Now 
Becauſe the ſubje& mocks their native pride! And t 
Not ſo, where faith the humble ſpirit guides, O! fe 
Where virtue triumphs, and where love preſides ; O! fe 
Nor thus the muſe nor thus let mortals ſing, Alas | 
But hail ! moſt welcome, Zion's INFANT KING. They 
With 
. ES And di 
importance; a ſubje& which ovght to be well underſtood, and, becauſe Bef 
clearly revealed, implicitly believed by every perion who makes the = e 
BIBLE a ſtandard of faith and practice. Behol d 
+ As the ſacrifices under the ceremonial diſpenſation had their full There 
2 accompliſhment in CHRIST; it is hoped that this ſhort deſcription, And wc 
though not accurate as to time, will be excuſed. During his life, NU 
the Jewiſh ritual, which had long been in a declining ſtate, was {ill ow at 
obſerved :- probably the abolition of thoſe rites and ceremonies was fige | The JU 
nified at his death, by the rending of the veil between the holy place See whe 
and the moſt holies, N 
or aug 
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Brief, thou my ſou], his life progreſſive ſcan, 


From child to youth from youth to riper man. 
In each, in both, ſurrounding ſorrows tend, 

And with life's bleflings, worſt afflictions blend! 
How hard to bear ! Oh ! more than human fate, 


Where pain on want, where ſhame on ſorrows wait; 


Where each alternate bears triumphant ſway, 
And wounds, inceſſant, the long-tortur'd prey: 
But this his lot, who brought ſalvation near, 
Whom angels worſhip, and whom ſaints revere! 
And this his honor this let all approve 
Becauſe the trials that atteſt his love | 

See blameleſs poverty —— ſee want preſides ! 
Now foes loud threaten, now baſe man derides 
Now friends forſake, now ſhun the toilſome way, 
And trait'rous JUDAS does at length betray ! 
O!] foul ingratitude O!] treach'rous part! 
O ! foul offence but yet much fouler heart— 
Alas |! *tis done the waiting ruffians ſtand |! 
They ſeize - they grapple—with rapacious hand! 
With ſavage rage around their PURCHASE cling, 
And drag in triumph, their deſpiſed king! 
Before the PRIEST, for ſanctity renown'd, 
Behold the sAvIOUR with ſtrong fetters bound! 
There falſe accuſers, there vile tongues degrade, 
And words, blaſphemous, to his charge are laid. 
Now at the bar, where juſtice ſhould preſide, 
The JUDGE of HEAVEN and EARTH, himſelf is tried | 
See where he ſtands the ſcoff of blaſting rage, 
Nor aught but death can their loud cries aſſuage: 
| K 4 Nor 


B 


Nor grief, nor pity, impious hands reſtrain, 

And innocence itſelf, but pleads in vain! [torn, 
—Arraign'd—condemn'd—from judgment ſee him 
And by the rabble, in baſe triumph borne ; 

See from his ſhoulders, rent the linen veſt, 


And in a robe th' inſulted s AvIoux dreſt. 
The bluſhing robe, that mocks his kingly fame, 
Tho' moſt deſcriptive of their want of ſhame | 


See round his temples wreath'd the pointed thorn 


(Sad tort'ring proof of their malicious ſcorn) 

See from beneath that rude that piercing crown, 
In various parts the blood faſt trickle down! 

From ſtreet to ſtreet, behold the victim bleed 

And diſtant thouſands wing'd with rapid ſpeed ; 


Crouds, meeting crouds, in mingled tumult throng, 


To view the ſuff rer dragg'd with cords along. 
With rage they preſs—inſult—deride—rejoice, 
And ſcoff the $AviouR with united voice. 

To CALVARY next direct thy mournful view, 
Behold the cRoss behold thy SAVIOUR too | 
See wide extended on th' accurſed tree, 

Th atoning ſacrifice that bleeds for thee ! 

See cruel death, his worſt, his lateſt FIEND, 

In regal ſtate, th' affecting ſcene attend! 

In all the ghaſtly forms of terror ſtand, 
Inflicting torments with relentleſs hand: 

Forſook by all, but that grim tyrant death, 

Th' EXPIRING SAVIOUR gaſps and tugs for breath, 
See ling'ring conflicts rend his tortur 4 lou], 
And feeling nature rock from pole to pole. 
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See all but MAN, for whom the sAvrou came, 
Expreſs their ſorrow, or perhaps their ſhame | 

Or, ſee the power of that expiring JEw, 

Both DAvip's root, and DAVID's offspring too—— _ 
The troubled earth heaves with convulſive breath, 
And quakes, prophetic, of its Maker's death ! 
Graves, once tenacious, now forc'd open wide, 
Expoſe the corpſe, which they were meant to hide. 
Wide yawning chaſms {ſhock the ſtarting ſoul ! 
And rending rocks from their firm batis roll. 

Yon weſtern ſun beholds the mournful fight, 

Holds back his luſtre, and withdraws his light ! 
Struck with the crime in ſable guiſe retires, 

Nor dares to ſhine while NATURE'S GOD EXPIRES. 

Say, thou my ſoul, whence this unbounded love, 

Why left the $AvIouR yon bright realms above 
Why leave the boſom, where he once reclin'd, 
Where glory triumph'd, where perfection ſhin'd ! 
Where pureſt pleaſures, conſcious virtue charms, 
And love, ſeraphic, each chaſte boſom warms. 
With joy I ſee EXPERIENCE points to man, 
The fav'rite ſubject of this myſtic plan | 

For him, the FATHER gave his ONLY SON, 


For him, the SAVIOUR cry'd—** thy will be done,” 
For 


+ Not by orF1cE, ror in an improper and figurative ſenſe, as ſome 
without any ſcripture authority confidently affirm, but a soN by N A- 
TURE, The ingenious Da. ERSKINE obſerves, “ he is the soN oF 
cop in a ſenſe incommunicable to any creature, and which has not, 
yea, cannot have any thing parallel to it in univerſal nature,” Ths 

im- 
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For MAN he liv'd, for Man his life he gave, 
*Tis MAN he ranſom'd, and 'tis MAN he'll fave. 
His LIFE his DEATH his agonies unknown, 
Aton'd for helliſh crimes but not his own! 
O! wond'rous 6RacE—unaſk'd—divine and free, 
Lodg'd in the womb of vaſt eternity! 
Maturing time unfolds th' amazing plan, 
Completes and opens what Love firſt began. 
Stupendous love | immeaſurably wide! 
Nor height, nor depth, thy unknown bounds preſcribe ! 
ETERNAL thou! ETERNAL ſtil] remain, 
Nor aught can fathom thy immenſe domain |! 
Hail! LORD of ALL on this thy natal days 
Accept the tribute of my grateful lay : 
While ſenſual pleaſures charm the heedleſs throng, 
Do thou inſpire the accents of my ſong : 
Diffuſe thy virtues, all thy power impart, 
And ſeize thy captive, this relenting heart. 
Ye happy SAINTS, with circling glory crown'd, 
In your bleſt climes, ſeraphic joys abound ! 
HERE, nought but pain—— THERE, endleſs pleaſures 
HERE, varied ills which ye once felt below: grow, 
Tis theſe I feel tis theſe I now deplore | 
From theſe I flee, and ſeek your happy ſhore. 


important ſubject is diſcuſſed with great accuracy and precifion by the 
late very learned and judicious Da, GIII. Body Divin: vol, I. page 
236. See alſo his doctrine of the TRINITY vindicated, a pamphlet 
(of no great expence) worthy the peruſal of every {crious and candid 
enquirer after TRUTH, 
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Ere long my ſoul ſhall wing its airy flight, 

And ſhare the ſweetneſs of your full delight : 

Nor time—nor death ſhall my firm hope deſtroy, 

For now my ſoul anticipates your joy, 

JEsus your SUN with dazzling glory bright, 

By whom ye ſhine as ſtars with borrow'd light, 

Shall burſt tlie veil of nature's thin diſguiſe, 

And I, like you, ſhall in his image riſe. 

O, happy period! O, long wiſh'd-for day ! 

Ye lagging moments, why this long delay ? 

Hope not to quench nor damp the latent fire, 

Your ſleepy progreſs but creates deſire: 

When ſhall theſe eyes in perfect viſion ſee, 

The ſpotleſs LAM that BLED——that DIED for me! 
O PRECIOUS FAITH I love thy friendly power! 

Thou kind attendant in each doubting hour 

Yet half the glory thy dim light conceals, 

And partial pleaſures thou, at beſt, reveals : 

To higher bliſs ! my ardent foul aſpires, , 

And pants to join the loud angelic choirs; 

Yet purer joys yet more exalted bliſs, 

My heart anticipates, by far, than this; 

A RISEN SAVIOUR, there muſt crown my joy, 

And all the powers of conſcious love employ. 

Tis his lov'd-preſence muſt my bliſs impart, 

And fill with tranſport this now throbbing heart! 

*T'is there the ſaints——i1n loud hoſanna's ſing, 

And hail ! triumphant — their victorious king. 

With them my ſoul ſhall join her raptur'd lay, 

Put ſhout him conqu'ror——far more loud than they. 

2:02 


Cans 3 


BY THOMAS DRUMMOND, L. L. D. 


YLVIA, to thee this wither'd roſe I ſend, 
Receive the dumb inſtructor as a friend; 
And if the moral tale you juſtly mark, 


i r CLARKE. 
”T'will preach as well as TILLOTSON o 


This lifeleſs, ſhrivel'd, now neglected thing, 
Was lately ſeen the glory of the ſpring ; 
Exulted in the pride of youthful bloom, 
Grateful to ſight, Juxuriant with perfume : 
Its boſom pregnant with etherial dew, 


Swell'd to the ſun, and bluſh'd as bright as you: 


The morn the full-blown ruddy vigor , 
At eve it droop'd its languid head and dy'd. 
Such, and ſo frail the tints of beauty s power, 
The gaudy dreſs and bloſſom of an hour. 
Expos'd each minute to the nipping ſtorm, 
To baneful blaſts, that every grace deform & 
Diſeaſe ſtill hov'ring round on pallid wing, 
With all her ugly train prepar'd to ſting : | 
And theſe eſcap'd, with flow, but ſure decay, 
Old haggard time each colour wipes away 
The lily, and the roſe's hue dern erz 
Shrunk to the texture of a ſhrivel'd ſkin, 


Sylvia, too grave perhaps theſe truths appear, 


My ſong too moral, and the theme ſevere; 


TO A LADY WITH A WITHERED ROSE, 
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To one, in all the pride of thoughtleſs May, 
Of health improvident, and nature gay; 
Untutor'd yet in wiſdom's ſacred ſchool, 

And in the one great needful thing a fool, 
To ſay that beauty's frail will ſeem more odd, 
Than doubt of providence, or doubt a God : 
Your cares devoted only to employ 

The golden hours, to deck a ſparkling toy; 

To ſpin the thread, to ſpread the guileful art, 
To catch the idle, giddy, fluttring heart: 

In affectation every charm expreſs, | 

And torture every feature into dreſs, 

'The fop, the coxcomb, buzzing round you fly, 
Live, if you ſmile, and if you frown, they die, 
On air-blown bubbles flattery's altar raiſe, 
Diffuſing round the ſmoak of empty praile, 
Deſpoil all nature's works of every grace, 

To ſhape your perſon, and adorn your face. 
Not all the blooming colours of the field, 
Sufficient ſtrength of epithet can yield ; 

Your white and red how delicate to ſhow 

The lily and the roſe not only blow, 

Earth's bowels rent, GOLCOND, and VISAPOUR *, 
Lend their aſſiſtance to th* imperfect flower. 
Your eye—the diamond's brighteſt water ſhows ; 
Your lips—the ruby's crimſon bluſh diſclole ; 
Your veins the ſapphire's comely blue deride, 
Within the garnet rolls a ſcarlet tide, 


* Two places in the Mogul's dominions famous for jewels. 


Old 
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Old father ocean too muſt give his ſhare, 
And yield his gems to compliment the fair: 
Upon your cheek the ruddy corals dwell ; 

Of orient pearl your mouth a little cell, 

Nor theſe enough to dignify the lie, 
Sun, moon, and ſtars, th* hyperbole ſupply : 


In their meridian dim, to make you bright: 
Some planet falls each beauty to refine, 
And in your locks whole conſtellations ſhine. 
Thus deckt in all the glory of the ſkies, 

A goddeſs, or an angel's form you riſe. 


That by ſuch emptineſs deceiv'd can be. 
i} My ſerious numbers truths ſevere explain, 
"8 Beauty to the moſt perfect point, is vain, 


And from the toilet's anxious work deſcend ; 
The noiſy ſcenes of idleneſs diſown, 
And dare one fingle hour to be alone ; 
* Your wither'd monitor emphatic tells, 
On what a weak unſteady baſe it dwells ; 
Or if you'll have the doctrine more explain'd, 


In what a graceful lofty arch it bends ! 
From hill to hill the varying dye extends ; 
But when a few diſtilling drops are o'er, 
The gay deluding phantom is no more. 

f | 


Such is the froth that ſpumy flattery throws, 
And ſuch the ſounding nothing from her flows : 
How frail | how light [—yet frailer, lighter ſhe, 


SYLVIA, awhile your mighty cares ſuſpend, 


Behold yon cloud with circling colours ſtain'd. 


Sun, moon, and ftars, loſe their diminiſh'd light, 
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See how the froth-blown bubbles mount on high, 

Reflecting all creation as they fly; 

Breathe ſoft, ye zephyrs | as the globe revolves, 

The zephyrs ſofteſt breath its frame diſſolves, 

Nor this, nor that, more exquiſitely weak, 

Than the carnation of a beauteous cheek; 

Alike conſtructed, and alike enjoy'd, 

The wonder of a minute then deſtroy'd. 
Flattery, avaunt! O sYLvVIA, ceaſe thy care, 

To gild a gaudy phantom made of air; 

Nor to the changes of a painted cloud 

More adoration pay, than to your God. 

Let not the buſy moments drive away 

In buſy nothing through the poſted day; 

Your manners change, your giddy thoughts redreſs, 

And break that houſhold god—the looking-glaſs, 

Come like the penitent with off rings meet, 

And lay your follies at your Saviour's feet; 

Studious of thought, collect the mental ray, 

Turn inward on yourſelf, and learn to pray. 

The underſtanding form, the judgment clear, 

Lift up the eye to heaven behold Hand fear, 

And in retired ſilence try to find 

Wiſdom, the ſacred council of the mind : | 

From ſtrong reflection then you'll quickly know, 

Beauty's the vaineſt vanity below. | 
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sS I,  D EE NNEES*: 
OR, THE VANITY OF HUMAN GREATNESS, 
E 2 4 THE SAME, 


OW ſolemn is the pile !-—howſtill the . — 


W hat ſerious dread! hat awful ſilence rei gns! 


The liſt'ning ear receives no other ſound, 
But echoes whiſp'ring thro? the vaulted round. 
No other objects ſtrike the wond'ring eyes, 
But venerable columns that ariſe, 
And on their capitals uprear aloof 
The pond'rous arches of yon diſtant roof. 
Or where the PARIAN ſtone, and figur'd braſs, 
A group of melancholy forms exprels ; 
In mimic art, the weeping marble breathes, 
And twiſted pillars ſwell with mournful wreaths : 
In pomp of ſad magnificence, to ſpread 
Their monumental honors o'er the dead. 
Such, and ſo ſolitary the retreat 
Of royal ſplendor, and the ſtately great; 
Here all the heads that wore the Gallic crown, 
From DAGOBER'T to mighty LEWIS down; 
Within the leaden arms of death are preſt, 
And all their cares and conqueſts laid to reſt: 
One common fate with other mortals (can, 
For he who liv'd a monarch dies a man, 


* The church where the kings of France are butied, 


No 
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No courtier here, no ſycophant attends, 

The practis'd knee no cringing flatterer bends 

No armed guards in glitt'ring order wait, 

No ſhining equipages croud the gate : 

The robe, the crown, the ſceptre, laid aſide, 

With all the pageant toys of regal pride; 

Who rous'd the ſons of war to deeds of arms, 

And ſhook the trembling nations with alarms ; 

Whoſe rapid conqueſts o'er the rivers flew, 

And whoſe ambition with his conqueſts grew; 

Is now confin'd within the loneſome cave, 

A ſhroud his mantle, and his realm a grave: 

Without one ſlave his orders to perform, 

And no attendant but the crawling worm, 
What tho” from Italy or Egypt's womb, 

* DE LORME, TUBY, or PONTIUS raiſe the tomb; 

The ſculptor's niceſt touch can only ſhow, 

A child of duſt, a mortal lies below. 

Ye ſons of pomp ! ſay, does it much avail, 

To rot enſhrin'd in gold, or common deal ? 

If porphiry, and jaſper load the dead ? 

Or moſly turf lie lighter on the head ? 

When to the grave the lifeleſs corpſe deſcends, 

The curtain drops, and all diſtinction ends: 

Nor will the duſt of GALLIA's royal line, 

With majeſty diſtinguiſh'd, brightes ſhine, 

Than what the wretched LAZ AR's putrid wound, 

Corrupted crumbles in its parent ground, 


* Three famous ſculptors, 
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Come, ye dependents on thoſe brittle things! 
The ſmiles of miniſters, and breath of kings; 
Learn hence how vain your hope! how frail your truſt! 
That kings are men, and moulder into duſt: 

That ſublunary greatneſs, earthly power, 


Is the reflected ſun-beam of an hour: 
A glow- worm, that awhile deceives the ſight, 


And then expires in rottenneſs and night. 
And that the man alone is truly wiſe, 

Who on the ſov'reign Lord of all relies; 
With whom this truth is ever underſtood, 
That honor's virtue, and that great is good. 
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ON SEEING WORK MEN EMPLOYED ON THE SAR- 
BATH DAY IN MAKING PREPARATIONS FOR 
THE FIRE WORKS TO CELEBRATE THE 


PEACE IN 1749. 


REED from the toil of war and long diſtreſs, 
(Her bliſs increaſing, tho' her merit leſs) 

Ingrateful BRITAIN |! ſcarce the tempeſt o'er, 
But of the hand that ſtills it thinks no more. 
From her once fav'rite iſle RELIGION's fled, 
And we again in heathen footſteps tread : 
Like the poor PERSIANS, we no more aſpire, 
Sunk from our 60D—to ſerve the 60D of FIRE! 
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AN ESSAY ON TIME. 


H O' time in haſte for ever glides along, 
Nor heeds my ſubject, nor attends my ſong ; 
Inceſſant {till beneath my ſearches floats, 
Waſtes in my hands, and fades upon my thoughts; 
Yet would I, muſe, the wond'rous theme eſſay, 
And to the fleeting phantom lend my lay. . 
Thro' all the revolutions, pains, and ſtrife, 
That or befal, or buſy human life, 
Whether we chaſe our joys, or tempt our woes, 
Purſue our toil, or deviate to repoſe, 
To manhood riſe, or verge beyond our prime, 
One tide tranſports us, and that tide is TIME, 
Of this conſiſt our dates, in this commence, . 
"Tis what admits us here, what bears us hence; 
Involves us in an unrelaxing courſe; | 
And what's exempt from time's imperial force ? 
Wide as th* extent of nature's fair array, 
TH unweary'd trav'ller ſpreads his airy way; 
By nought controll'd, one rigid motion keeps, 
And matter moulders where his pinion ſweeps, 
For him fierce lightnings cleave the fultry air, 
For him the total band of meteors war; 
For him ſucceſſive ſeaſons, as they ſtray, 
Or ſcatter genial life, or reap decay. 
And as in foreſts we promiſcuous ſee 
The ſhooting ſcyon, and the ſhiver'd tree; 
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Or midſt a ſilent ſhower, as riſe and break 
The bubbles various on the level lake; 
So births and deaths, an intermingled train, 
For ever ſwell the records of his reign. 
Amongſt the ſtars, or underneath the ſun, 
Whate'er is ſuffer'd, or whate'er is done; 
Events or actions, all the vaſt amount 
But ſtretch his ſcroll, and add to his account. 
Yet while his ſtern viciſſitudes advance 
O'er ev'ry orb, thro? all the vaſt expanſe, TD 
While ſcenes ſucceed to ſcenes, and forms to forms, 
And other thunders roll, and other ſtorms, 
Sedate he triumphs o'er the general _ 
And, changing all things, is himſelf 940 ame. 
Fain would the learn'd th' ideal power define, 
And on the mighty meaſurer catt their line, 
With emulous ardor on the taſk they wait, 
Contrive their circles, and their æra's ſtate ; 
From theſe compute, by thoſe the tale deviſe, 5 
And vaunt to match our annals with the ſkies : 
Yet ever devious, miſs the promis'd end, 
Tho' METoO plan, and tho' CAEIPPUS mend; 
Tho' ancient periods be reform'd by new, a 
And GREG'RY poliſh, what yiPPARCHUS _ 
Schemes rais'd on ſchemes, ſee endleſs error ſtart, 
And reg'lar nature mocks the boaſt of 8 ; 
In what regard the works of mortals IR ; 
To this great fabric of the Almighty s hand, 
Is his to view; and ſure to him alone 
His world, and all its relatives, are known; 
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And acts and things diſtant before him lie, 


And time itſelf retires not from his eye. 8 
But whence, oh muſe, celeſtial voice! rehearſe, 


That ſpeak'ſt the theme, and aid'ſt the ſacred verſe, 


Whence this progreſſi ve now, untaught to ſtay, 
This glimmering ſhadow of eterna] day ? 


When firſt th* Almighty from the womb of night, 


Bade infant-nature hear, and ſpring to light, 
Her place he ſever'd from the boundleſs waſte, 
And, from eternity, her time to laſt; 

*T was then it iſſu'd on the new-form'd ſtage, 
With her coeval, and itſelf her age; 

Ordain'd o'er ether, air, and earth, to range, 
The ſcope of every life, and every change. 

Its progreſs note; th” illuſtrious globes above, 
Shine in its ſhade, and in its ſhadow move; 
With ſtated pace around their orbits play, 

And waſte th' impatient moments on their way; 
While to a new eternity confian'd, 

They haſte from that before, to that behind. 
So where ſome ſtreight its every channel draws, 
From main to main th* impetuous waters paſs ; 
Yet ruſh but to return from whence they came, 
The mighty ocean's diff*rent, and the ſame. 


dee time launch'd forth in ſolemn pomp proceed, 


And man on man advance, and deed on deed | 
No pauſe, no reſt, in all the world appears, 


Ev'n live-long patriarchs waſte their thoufand years, 


If Babel's tower no more with heaven contends, 
In ſpiry heights a Nineveh aſcends : 


See 
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See in their fires each future nation ſtray, 

And or deſert, or meet the morning ray! 

Or viſit Lybia's ſands, or Scythia's ſnows, 

And brethren- ſcatter that muſt ſoon be foes ; 

See other kings hold other crouds in chains! 

And Nimrod but the firſt of monarch reigns. 
Theſe ſuns behold a Cyrus lord of all; 

Theſe view young Ammon triumph o'er the ball : 
Now haughty Rome in martial rigor frowns, 

And bears down powerful ſtates, and treads on crowns ; 
Bids mighty cities in a flame expire, 

Nor dreams of Vandal rage, and Gothic fire. 
Mankind and theirs poſſeſs one common thrall ; 
And, like the gods that ſway them, empires fall, 
Some periods void of ſcience, and of fame, 

Scarce e'er exiſt, or leave behind a name; 

Mere ſluggiſh rounds to let ſucceſſion climb; 
Obſcure and idle expletives of time, | 
Lo, earth ſmiles wide, and radiant heaven looks down, 
All fair, all gay, and urgent to be known! 
Attend, and here are ſown delights immenſe, 

For ev'ry intellect and ev'ry ſenſe. 

With adoration think, with rapture gaze, 

And hear all nature chaunt her Maker's praiſe. 
With reaſon ſtor'd, by love of knowlege fir'd, 

By dread awaken'd, and by hope inſpir'd, 

Can we, the product of another's hand, 

Nor whence, nor how, nor why we are, demand? 
And, not at all, or not aright, employ'd, 
Behold a length of years, and all a void! 

| Happy, 
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Happy, thrice happy he! whoſe conſcious heart 
Enquires his purpoſe, and diſcerns his part ; 
Who runs with heed th' involuntary race, 
Nor lets his hours reproach him as they pals; 
Weighs how they ſteal away, how ſure, how faſt, 
And, as he weighs them, apprehends the laſt : 
Or vacant, or engag'd, our minutes fly ; 
We may be negligent, but we muſt die. 


THE WARNING. 


LL you who leap religion's ſacred fence, 

And hunt th' ignoble chace of luſt and ſenſe; 
Whoſe impious breaſts ſome helliſh fiend inſpires ! 
And tongues, and eyes, confeſs adult'rous fires; 
Who drown your wretched ſouls in floods of wine, 
And to the beaſt the nobler man reſign ; 

Who with loud oaths and curſes rend the ſky, 
And dare th' Almighty's dread authority: 
With earneſt ſpeed your darling vice forego, 
Which elſe will prove your certain overthrow. 


For ſince heaven's awful king is juſt and pure, 


You muſt the laſhes of his wrath endure; 
Muſt ere *tis long, to your confuſion find, 
That Cop, tho' injured, is not deaf nor blind. 
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A CONTEMPLATION ON NIGHT. 


BY MR, GAY, 


HET HER amid the gloom of night I ſtray, 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still nature's various face informs my ſenſe, 
Of an all-wiſe, all powerful providence, 

When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of night, 
And ftrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their livery wear, 

And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year; 
The blooming flow'rs with op'ning beauties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow ; 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 
And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies, 

But when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns: 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt : 

No diſtant landſcapes draw our curious eyes, 
Wrapt in night's robe the whole creation lies, 


Yet ſtill, ev'n now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 


We view the traces of th' Almighty hand; 
Millions of ſtars in heaven's wide vault appear, 
And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere : 
The filver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 
And o'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes; 
Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 

And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 


© Whe- 
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Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend, 


Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 
Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 

But this we know, that heaven's eternal KING, 
Who bade this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 

Can at his woRD bid numerous worlds appear, 
And riſing worlds th” all-pow'rful worD ſhall hear. 
When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 
To other lands a riſing day he lends ; 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe ; 
Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 

And bids the plough correct the fallow ſoil. 
While we in ſleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light: 

And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 
With us again the roſy morning wakes ; 

In lazy ſleep the night rolls ſwift away, 

And neither clime laments his abſent ray. 

When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 
No more {hall night's alternate reign be known: 
The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, | 
But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 
Oh, may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ, - 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy! 

The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God, for ever ſhine the ſame. 


A THOUGHT 
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A THOUGHT ON ETERNITY. 
BY THE SAME, 


RE the foundations of the world were laid, 
Ere kindling light th* almighty word obey'd, 

Thou wert ; and when the ſubterraneous flame 
Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 
From angry heaven when the keen lightning flies, 
When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ſkies, 
Thou Kill ſhalt be; ſtill, as thou wert before, 
And know no change, when time ſhall be no more. 
O endleſs thought ! divine eternity! 
Th' immortal foul ſhares but a part of thee; 
For thou wert preſent when our life began, 
When the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man. 

Ah! what is life? with ills encompaſs'd round, 
Amidſt our hopes, fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound: 
To- day the ſtateſman of new honor dreams, 
To-morrow death deſtroys his airy ſchemes ; 
Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin'd ? 
Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind; 
Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon'd hearſe, 
And all thy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe, 
Should certain fate th' impending blow delay, 
Thy mirth will ſicken and thy bloom decay; 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves diſarm, 


No more thy blood its narrow channels warm, 
Who 
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Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man ? 

The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim, 
And life regards but as a fleeting dream: 
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 
To launch from earth into eternity. 
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thought, 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought. 


A REASONABLE QUESTION. 
FROM PRIOR'S SOLOMON. 


F, when the branch cut off, a wither'd rod 
Should at a word pronounc'd revive and bud: 
Is this more ſtrange than that the mountain's brow, 
| Strip'd by December's froſt, and white with ſnow, 
Should puſh, in ſpring, ten thouſand thouſand buds, 
And boaſt returning leaves, and blooming woods ? 
T hat each ſucceſſive night, from opening heaven, 
The food of ANGELS ſhall to MAN be given; 
Is this more ſtrange, than that with common bread 
Our fainting bodies every day are fed ; 
Than that each grain and ſeed conſum'd in earth, 
Raiſes its ſtore, and multiplies its birth; 
And from the handful which the tiller ſows, 
The labor'd fields rejoice, and future harveſt flows? 
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THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 


MMORTAL God ! whom men and angels own, 
Thro' boundleſs firſt and laſt, I am, alone! 
Who ſhall, approv'd, thy ſearching teſt endure ? 
Or in thy bliſsful realms a place ſecure—— 
He, who with care the word divine ſurveys, 
And by the goſpel- rule directs his ways; 
Who looks to J=sUs as his only guide, 
And hopes to live becauſe his SAVIOUR died: 
O power ſupreme | whence every gift proceeds, 
Aſfiſt my muſe to ſing his wond'rous deeds : 
Say, whence ſuch courage to the CHRISTIAN given, 
As ſpurns the carth, and burſts the gates of heaven? 
Aſham'd fo long a ſlave to fiends below, 
And forc'd the downward way to endleſs woe; 
He breaks his bands, and ſnaps th* infernal chain, 
And back for happier regions turns again. 
Now conqueſt after conqueſt greets his eyes, 
And battle after battle SAT AN flies; 4 
Till the whole man is to obedience brought, 
And CHRIST, as Lord, preſides in every thought. 
Now love, zeal, fear—dart forth their pow'rful rays, 
Add beam to beam, and croud into a blaze; 
Mortals admiring, every virtue ſcan, 
Revere th* ALMIGHTY, and approve the MAN ; 
Get round, in liſt'ning throngs to hear him tell, 
How bright tae truth that guides his ſteps ſo well; 
| Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd he relates the deeds his Lord hath done, 
His high atchievements, and his battles won: 
How he ſubdu'd the proud infernal king, 
And took from griſiy DEATH his baneful ſting; 
In their own regions triumph'd o'er his foes, 
Then left the darkſome ſhades and greatly roſe, 
Next, he ecſtatic tells the bliſs above, 
The immediate viſion, the ſeraphic love, 
The growing raptures of that ſacred place, 
Where ſaints behold jEHovan face to face. 
And while he ſings tranſcendent glories there, 
The heavenly muſic charms th' attentive ear; 
Mortals attend, renounce the ways of fin, 
Weep o'er paſt faults, and upright lives begin, 
Nor does his goodneſs end in things above, 
For earthly things alike diſplay his love; 
His lib'ral hands to others wants extend, 
And while he has, the Poor can't want a friend; 
The wounded ſoul in him finds kind redreſs, 
Th' afflited widow, and the fatherleſs; . 
All he can give his needy brethren ſhare, 
And whac he cannot give, . he begs in prayer. 
Theſe pious deeds alarm the realms of dread, 
And sATAN, trembling, rears his frightful head; 
Sees the bold HERO ſkim the heavenly way, 
And thro' his regions ſcatter deep diſmay ; 
Nor dares approach in this ſurpriſing ſtrait, 
To quell the foe, or fave his ſinking ſtate: 
Yet dreadful counſels, dreadful fears impart, 


And forces vanquiſh'd, ſtrength gives place to art. 
1 The 
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The ſerpent's ſeed is ſummon'd from below, 

To intercept the SAINT, and work his woe; 
Storms after ſtorms ariſel the HERO's griev'd 
By MEN his bounteous hands have oft reliev'd; 

By MEN, their helliſh parents perfect ſpawn, 

Who, like him know, when beſt to frown or fawn : 
Now, ſeeming friends would balmy ſweets afford, 
Now, raging foes whir] round the glittring ſword; 
Here, wily HYPOCRITES intreat to turn, 


And there, true ſons of RoME cry——do, or burn, 


Yet, tho' in murd'rous hands with woes oppreſt, 

No object dread, no rage diſturbs his breaſt ; 

But, while they ſcorn, he's ſinging heavenly lays, 

And while they loud blaſpheme—behold, he prays ! 
If GoDp, to prove him, wonted aid denies, 

Afflicts with ſcorpions, or the ſcourge applies; 

He owns his hand, ſubmiſſive, like a soN, 

And ſays no more, but—LoRD, thy will be done! 

*Tis true, he's plunged into deepeſt woes 

When JEsvs frowns, and wrath eternal glows ; 

Tis then he pours out all his ſoul in tears, 

»Tis then his 60D diſpels his gloomy fears. 
Thus does th' immortal man of heavenly birth, 

Purſue his warfare thro” this venal earth: 

Forgetting what's behind, he looks before, 


And longs, and ſtrives, to reach the bliſsful ſhore; - 


Nor longs nor ftrives in vain ;—the prize is won | 
His race is finiſn'd, and his work is done! 
Swift on a cherub's wings the HERO flies, 


And flaming legions guard him thro? the ſkies : 
4 | The 
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The blazing portals of the realms of day, 
At his approach, fly ope' to ſpeed his way; 
And ſhining SAINTS in joyful crouds appear, 
Commend his deeds, and bid him welcome there. 
At laſt, before IMMANUEL's throne he's brought, 
And hears—WELL DoONE—for every battle fought. 
Receives the crown, and takes his bleſt abode, 
Where ſtreams of life make glad the sos of Gon. 
Nor are his glories to that world confin'd, 
But an exalted ſplendor ſtays behind ; 
His worthy deeds, age does to age proclaim, 
And childrens children join to bleſs his name: 
Or, if a FEMALE thus obtains the prize, 
Hark! how her fame thro” future ages flies! 
There's many daughters worthy deeds have done, 
But thou, in thine, excell'ſt them every one. 


ON CHARTTY:. 


HOU heaven-born gift of more exalted kind! 
Thou ſpotleſs virtue of the chriſtian mind! 
Each other act inferior far to thee, 
Shrinks with its cauſes, and refrains to be: 
But thou aſſert'ſt thy kindred birth from high, 
Sublimely bright, beyond de power to die. 
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THOUGHTS ON PHILIP, I, XXII, 


IAM IN A STRAIGHT BETWEEN TWO, HAVING A DESIRE T9 
BE DISSOLVED, AND TO BE WITH CHRIST, 


FROM 8 


OW ſhall I do to fix my Joubtful love? 
Shall I remain below, or ſoar above? 

HERE, earth detains me, and retards my flight, 
T HERE, heaven invites me to ſublime delight : 
Heaven calls aloud, and bids me haſte away, 
While earth allures, and gently whiſpers, ſtay ! 
But hence thou fly inchantreſs of my heart! 
I'll break thy fetters, and deſpiſe thy art. 
Haſte, haſte, kind fate, unlock my priſon door! 
Were I releas'd, n toul aloft ſhould ſoar? 
See, LORD | my ſtruggling arms tow'rds thee are ſent, 
And ftrive to graſp thee in their wide extent. 
Oh! had I power to mount above the pole, 
And touch the centre of my longing foul ! } 
Tho? torn in ſon':r as I raptur'd flee, 
I'd loſe one ha!;, miyiit t'other reach but thee, 
But thou above derid'ſt my weak deſigns, 
And ſtill oppoſeſt what thy word injoins, 
Vainly I beg what thou dot till deny, 
And ftretch my hands to reach whac's plac'd too high, 
Oft to myſelf falſe hopes of thee I fein, 


And think thou kindly com'ſt to break my chain, 
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Now, now, 1 cry, my ſoul ſhall ſoar above! 
But this alas ! was all diſſembled love. 


Sure this belief ſome pity might obtain; 


Thou ſhould'ſt at leaſt for this have broke my chain, 
But if I'm ſtill confin'd, my wings Ill try; 
And if I fail, in great attempts I die. 

But ſee! he comes, and as he glides along, 
He waves his hand, and ſeems to ſay, Come on. 
I'll riſe, and flee into his lov'd embrace, 
And ſnatch a kiſs, a thouſand, from his face. 
Now, now he's near, his ſacred robe I touch, 
And I ſhall graſp him at the next approach: 
But he, alas! has mock'd my vain deſign, 
And fled theſe arms, theſe lighted arms of mine: 
For tho? the diſtance ne'er ſo little be, | 
It ſeems th' extremes of the vaſt globe to me. 
Thus does my love my longings tantalize, 

And bids me follow, while too faſt he flies. 

As a chain'd maſtiff begging to be looſe, 
With reſtleſs clamors fills the deafen'd houſe ; 
But if deny'd, his teeth the chain engage, 

And vents on that their inoffenſive rage: 
So I complain, petition to'be freed, 

And humbly proftrate beg the help I need, 
But when my love my earneſt ſuit denies, 
Deaf as the rocks to my repeated cries, 
Then I againſt my hated cLos exclaim, 


And on my CHAIN lay all the guilty blame, 
Thus grief pretends, by giving paſlion vent, 


To eaſe the pain of my impriſonment. 5 
| But 
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But J unjuſtly blame the cHain alone, 
And ſpare the cruel hand that ty'd it on. 
Well might the heavy load of chains I bear, 
Become a Renegado flave to wear; 
But why this harſh ill uſage,, Love, to me, 
W hoſe whole endeavor is to come to thee ? 
But when my ſoul attempts that lofty flight, 
Tis ſtill ſuppreſt by a groſs body's weight. 
So fare young birds, by nature wing'd in vain, 
Whom ſportful boys with ſcanty threads reſtrain 
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When eager to retrieve their native air, Com 
They riſe a little height, and flutter there: Cho; 
But having to their utmoſt limits flown, [down, Ape: 
The more they ſtrive to mount, they fall the faſter A 
Each, tho' it ſleeps in its young tyrant's breaſt, 1 
And is with banquets from his lips careſt; 1 
Vet prizes more the freedom of the wood, 1 
Than all the dainties of its coſtly food. In fo 
Could TEARs diſſolve my chAlxs, O with what eaſe Thae | 
I'd weep a deluge for a quick releaſe | Aſma 
But tears are vain; reach, LoRD! thy hands to me, A Can; 
And in return T'li ſtretch my cHAins to thee. A e 
Thou, only thou canſt looſe my bands; for none Th? = 
Can take them off, but he who put them on, When 
/ The he; 
Shines | 
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SACRED CONTENTMENT. 
DEDICATED TO THE AFFLICTED MIND, 


; [ beam, 
REAT ſource of bliſs, ſend down a gracious 
To clear his thoughts, who makes content his 
| theme. | h 
Content tranſcends a crown, *tis wiſdom's mark; 
Choice manna treaſur'd in religion's ark : 
A perfect watch, whoſe motions firmly hold, 
A chymic ſtone that lead converts to gold: 
An olive branch brought in a turtle's bill, 
An anchor which at ſea ſecures us ſtill: | 
A calm in ſtorms; a peace where wars invade z 
In froſts a ſun- ſhine, and in heats a ſhade : 
That high-tun'd harmony for which we long, 
A ſweet præludium to an heavenly ſong : 
A Canaan that with ftreams of honey flows, 
A graft whereon the fruit of life-tree grows: 
'Th' embroid'ry that the king's fair daughter wears, 
When ſhe all-glorious in her ſoul appears : 
The heart's bright ruby who's with this endu'd, 
Shines like a ſtar of the firſt magnitude. 
But diſcontent the active mind withdraws 
From ſacred duties, and from reaſon's laws: 
Changeth to diſmal night ſweet comfort's day, 
Prolongeth crofles, and doth bleſſings ſtay. 
| M42. | 110 
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Tis a dry dropſy that conſumes life's powers, 
A lump of leaven that all ſweetneſs fours; _ 
A prickly thorn that feſters in the mind, 
A breach where all temptations entrance find. 
'This lies in labor of its own diſtreſs, : 
Brought forth by pride, brought up by peeviſhneſs, 
That Nabal-heart in which it makes abode, 
Like Iſſachar doth couch *twixt double load. 
For diſcontent, not miſeries, weigh us down, 
Water within, not that without, doth drown. 
While to life's moments all our care we bend, 
We live unmindful of a deathleſs end. 
Content, rejecting toys, minds things to come, 
Aſſur'd to have enough to bring her home. 
She bids the worldling not for wealth aſpire, 
The preateſt wealth is to contract defire : 
She treaſures mercies in a grateful heart, 
Content and thankfulneſs all bliſs impart. 
| Thrice happy he who on his God relies, 
And, lighting earth, to heaven erects his eyes; 
Who, free from care, is pleas'd with what is his, 
The world's whole lott'ry proves a blank to this: 
Vexation is a ſin, for that lament, 
Moft diſcontented for thy diſcontent, 
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THOUGHTS ON PSALM x1 11, II. 


WHEN SHALL IT COME AND APPEAR BEFORE THE PRESENCE 


OF Go D? 


FROM HUGO, 


ITH promis'd joys my ears thou oftdid'ſt fill, 
But they are only joys of pRomMIsE ftill, 
Did'ſt thou not ſay thou ſoon would'ſt call me home? 
Be juſt, my Love, and kindly whiſper, Come 
* ExpeCting lovers count each hour a day, 
* And death to them's leſs dreadful than delay.“ 
A tedious train of months and years is gone, 
Since firſt thou bid'ſt me hope, yet gave me none, 
Why with delays doft thou ſo damp my love, 
And fail my vain expectancies above? | 
While thus th' inſulting croud derides my woe, 
Where's now thy Love? how well he keeps his vow ? 
Haſte then, and home thy longing lover take, 
If not for mine, yet for thy PROMISE ſake, 
When ſhall I come before thy throne, and fee 
Thy glorious ſceptre kindly ftretch'd to me? 
For THEE I pine, for THEE I am undone, 
As drooping flow'rs that want their parent ſun, 
O cruel tort'rer of my wounded ſoul, 
Grant me thy preſence, and I ſhall be whole! 
O when, thou author of my plaintive moan, 
When ſhall I fee thee on thy bliſsful throne ? 
M3: Soon 
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Soon as unwelcome night begins its ſway, 
And throws its ſable mantle o'er the day; 
The withering glories of the garden fade, 
And weeping groves bewail their lonely ſhade; 
To melancholy ſilence men retire, 
And no ſweet note ſounds from the feather'd choir: 
But hardly can the rifing morn diſplay 
The purple enſigns of approaching day, 
But the glad gardens deck themſelves ancw, 
And groves refreſh d ſhake off their heavy dew: 
To daily labor man himſelf devotes, 
And birds in anthems ſtrain their little throats. 
So without THEE, I grieve, I pine, I mourn z 
So triumph, ſo revive, at thy return. 


But THOU, unkind, bid'ſt me delight my eyes 


With other beauties, other rarities, 
Sometimes thou bid'ſt me mark the flow'ry field, 
W hat various ſcent and ſhews the meadows yield ; 
Then to the STARS thou doſt direct my ſight, 
For they from THINE derive their borrow'd light. 
Then ſay'ſt, contemplate MAN ! in him thou'lt ice 
The great reſemblance of thy LOVE and ME. 
Why would'ft thou thus deceive me with a ſhade, 
A trifling image, that will quickly fade ? 

My fancy ſtoops not to a mortal aim, 

Thou, thou haſt kindled, and muſt quench my flame. 

O glorious face, worthy a power divine, 

Where love and awe with equal mixture ſhine | 
Triumphant. majeity of that bright ray 
Where blufhing. angels r e homage pay 


We 
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We in thy works thy fix'd impreſſions trace, 
Yet ſtill but faint reflections of thy face. 
When this inchanted world's compar'd with thee, 
Its boaſted beauty's all deformity : 
The truth of this the ſages beſt declare, 
Who on the mount thy bleſt ſpectators were : 
Thy ſhining viſage all the God confeſt, 
And lambent flames thy ſacred temples dreſt. 
Nor can we blame thy great apoſtle's zeal, 
To whom thou did'ſt that pleaſing ſight reveal; 
Who, lighting all before accounted dear, 
Was ſtraight for building tabernacles there. 
Yet he beheld thee clouded with a veil, 
The killing rays thou kindly did'ſt conceal : 
He ſaw a milder flame thy face ſurround, 
And all thy glories with: leſs glory crown'd : 
As when the ſilver moon's reflected beam, 
In ſome clear evening gilds the ſmiling ſtream : 
Or cloud-born lightning in its nimble race 
Paints on a trembling wave its bluſhing face, 
Oh! when ſhall I behold thee all ſerene, 
Without one envious cloud to intervene ? 
When will that happy day of viſion be, 
When I ſhall near approach, great God, to thee ? 
When diſtant faith ſhall in near viſion ceaſe, 
And with my ſight my fervent love increaſe ? , 
That happy day, dear as theſe eyes ſhall be, 
And more than all the deareſt things, but THEE. 
'Tis true, the ſacred elements impart 
Thy virtual preſence to my faithful heart; 
M4 This, 
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This, tho' a great, is an imperfect bliſs, 
T” embrace a cloud for the bright God I wiſh ; 


To nobler Joys my longing ſoul would fly, 
And view thee in the heights of majeſty, 


E CCN 
ON THE EXCELLENCY OF THE MARRIAGE STATE, 


cc MARRIAGE IS HONORABLE IN ALL,” 


AlL, wedded love] by gracious 60D deſign'd 
LI At once the ſource and glory of mankind! _ 
Tis this, can toil and grief and pain aſſuage, 
Secure our youth, and dignify our age; 

*T'is this, fair fame and guiltleſs pleaſure brings, 
And ſhakes rich plenty from its brooding wings ; 
Gilds duty's rougheſt paths with friendſhip's ray, 
And ſtrews with roſes ſweet the narrow wade 
Not ſo the harlot—if it lawful be | 
To mention vice, when praiſing chaſtity— 

Not ſo the harlot plights her venal vow, 

With heart obdurate, and Corinthian brow, 

She fawns unfriendly, practis'd to beguile, 
Stings while ſhe weeps, and murders in a ſmile. 
Fame, peace, and virtue, ſhe at once deſtroys, 
And damns, molt ſurely, whom the moſt enjoys. 


THOUGHTS 
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THOUGHTS ON _—_— VIII. x1v. 


MAKE HASTE, MY BELOVED, AND BE LIKE THE ROE OR THE 
Len air HART UPON, THE MOUNTAINS OF SPICES, 


FROM HUGO. 


ASTE, my bright ſun ! haſte from my dazzl'd 

Tooweakto bear thy too refulgent light: [ſight, 
How does my tongue my love-fick ſoul betray ? 
Tis bids him fly, whom THAT would beg to ſtay. 
Why ſhould I then his abſence thus engage, 
The grant will make one tedious hour an age ? 
Yet his too beauteous beams forbid his ftay ; 
Fly then, my Love, or lay thoſe beams away | 
Hadſt thou on me this harſh injunction laid, 
The killing ſound at once had ſtruck me dead : 
But thy own flame, not mine, would have it ſo, 
I ſhould be ages in pronouncing Go! 
I would not wiſh what now I do intreat ; 
Then ſtay, and let me not perſuade thee yet ! 
Stay, ſtay my Life, and turn the deafen'd ear! 
Sure what I would not ſpeak, thou ſhould'ſt not hear. 
Hence let the wind my feign'd petition bear! 
T'was urgent fear, that form'd the haſty pray'r. 
Yet oh! this melting heat forbids thy ſtay; 
Fly, fly, my Love, I burn if thou delay. 


A 


Oh! 
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Oh! let thy haſte outſtrip the hunted hind ; 

But that's too flow; fly like the ſwifter wind ! 
Fly till thou leav'ſt ev'n flagging thought behind! 
Yet in thy fight a longing look beſtow, 

A parting glance, that ſpeaks thee loth to go. 
When that is done, renew thy ſpeed away ; 

Fly, fly, my Love, there's death if thou delay ! 


. Behold thoſe lofty ſky-ſaluting hills, 


Where rich perfume from weeping trees diſtills! 
Where laurels, cedars, and ſoft myrtles grow, 
And all the ſpice Arabia can beſtow : 

To their high tops direct thy nimble flight, 
Till thou, like them, art vaniſh'd from my ſight ! 
Fly to the heights where raptur'd ſeraphs ſing, 
And ſmiling cherubs exerciſe their wing! 

Fly till the ſtars appear as much below 

Thy humble ftation, as above it now! 

TT hoſe places are inur'd to heat and fire, 

And what I dread, is what they moſt deſire, 
One ſpark's ſufficient to inflame my ſoul ; 
Impart a ray, nor once tranſmit the whole, 
Then let thy haſte the hunted hind out go, 
And yet, methinks, thou ſhould'ſt not leave me ſo! 
Fly where thou may'ſt with pleaſure oft look back, 
Nor from my ſight too far a journey take : 

Keep ſuch a diftance as yon glorious ſun, 

When moſt he lights and gilds the paler moon! 
But oh F the treach'ry of my foul forgive |! 
I cannot with thee, nor without thee, live, 
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If thou art near, I burn; remote, I freeze 

And either diſtance does alike diſpleaſe. 

Then ſo approach me, LORD, I thee deſire, 

That I may feel thy wWARMTEH, but not thy FIRE, 

Fly, then, my Life! faſt as the hunted deer; 

But neither go too far, nor ſtay too near 

And when thou'rt gone, on reedy pipes III play, 

Sing loud thy praiſes, then alternate pray ; 

And when I've wearied out the tedious night, 

With a new taſk I will myſelf delight. | 

J'11 carve at large on every ſpreading tree 

Our Love's original and hiſtory, : 

What time remains T'll dedicate to ſleep, 

But thou, my waking thoughts lov'd-object keep, 
See while I ſpeak, behold, I melt away! 

Haſte thy ungrateful flight, nor thus delay ! 

Go, wing'd with ſpeed, yet thy departure mourn, 

And let thy haſte imply a ſwift return. 


ON ST. PAUL'S CONVERSION. 


RAISE to the power whole love's unerring dart 
& Transfix'd a'sAuL, and rent his Jewiſh heart! 
His darkneſs ſcatter'd and his mind inform'd, 
While ſweet remorſe his melting boſom warm'd. 
Such was the man ! whom mercy's eye ſevere 
Struck to the earth, and ſtopt his mad career. 
Bid him—* ariſe” and rifing from the ground, 
*© Go forth and preach the mercy he had found!“ 


PART 
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PART OF PSALM XC. PARAPHRASED. 


O ſooner time his haſty flight began, 


And the warm clod was moulded into man, 


Than man commenc'd his God's peculiar care, 
Fled to his arms, and ſmil'd ſerenely there: 
And the ſame goodneſs and almighty power 


Beam on the race, which beam'd on one before. 


Before the ſkies their ambient arch diſplay'd, 
Or the foundations of the world were laid, 
Jznovan All'd his everlaſting throne, 

In boundleſs bliſs unrivall'd nnd alone : 

And when the ſun forgets to rule the day, 
And nature's rolling wheels ſhall ceaſe to play, 
In undiminiſh'd pomp he ſhall remain, 


And vaſt eternity ſhall be his reign. 
Lord! as our lives were kindled by thy breath, 


So at thy pleaſure we reſign to death, 

Quit all the gay diſtinctions once we wore, 

Sink to our duſt, and riſe to earth no more, 
The tedious travel of a thouſand years 

Before thine all- enfolding view appears 

Short as the tranſient hours of yeſter-light, 

Or the laſt watch that bolts the gates of night. 
As rivers, ſwoln with fierce deſcending rains, 

O'ertop their banks, and ruſh into the plains, 


Bound, foam, and thunder with tempeſtuous force, 


And ſpread reſiſtles S ravage in their courſe, 


Till li! 
Or tot 
Till, { 
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So from life's careleſs walks with headlong ſway 

DEaTH's ſudden torrent ſweeps our lives away. 
When ſleep has. huſh'd the day's ſad cares to reſt, 

What vain illuſtons revel in our breaſt | 

Yet, big with truth, and weighty import, ſeem 

The air-dreſs'd phantoms of the ſhad*wy dream: 

Thus through our ſpan gay ſcenes of bliſs beguile, 

But vanity's the harveſt of the toil. [ ſkies, 
As flow'rs, when morn's firſt ſplendors gild the 

Charm in the dew- drops, and in verdure riſe, 

50, while our race their youthful beauties wear, 

Vigor and joy on every brow appear; 

But, ere the ſun withdraws his ev'ning ray, 

They droop and wither in their laſt decay. 
Urg'd by neceſſity, with painful feet 

The broken rock, and gloomy vale we beat, 

Meet the dark frown of an offended God, 

And groan beneath the vengeance of his rod. 

Our fins that red with flagrant horrors riſe, 

Stretch to the loweſt hell, and ſcale the ſkies, 

Num'rous, as ſtars that ſtrew th* etherial plain, 

Or ſands that bound the billows of the main, 

Stand all unfolded to JEHoVAH's ſight, 

Though wrapt from mortals in impervious night. 
Admit it, heaven ſhould check the ſtroke of fate 

Till life protracted reach'd its utmolt date, 

Or to the vital glaſs new ſands ſhould pour, 

Till, ſeventy winters paſt, we fill'd the ſcore, 

A weary pilgrimage we ſtill muſt go, 

And pant beneath a growing load of woe 


Till 
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Till nature, with her toils and griefs oppreſt, 
Would ſigh impatient for the hour of reſt. 

O dread JEHOV AH, who can ever know 
The weight of vengeance in thine angry brow ? 
Ev'n fear ſcarce images thy funds. of ire, 

And thought flies flower than thy darted fire, 
Then teach me, Maker, the celeſtial ſkill 

To meaſure life, and life's demands fulfil, 

That death for me may take the ſeraph's charms, 
And I enraptur'd ruſh into his arms, 

Shake off this cumb'rous clod, and wing my way 
To a bleſt manſion in the realms of day. 


THOUGHTS IN HEALTH. 
HEN ſickneſs ſhall aſſail my nobleſt part, 


And ruſh impetuous on my throbbing heart; 


When pain poſſeſs'd of every nerve appears, 

And nought but paleneſs my falPn viſage wears 
When every earthly with ſhall fade away, 

And death ſhall chill the ſtiff' ning corſe to clay; 
Do thou, GREAT GoD | in that ſurprizing hour, 
Suſtain my ſoul by thy almighty power: 

Let faith, let hope, let ecſtacy of love, 

Wing me to reach the bliſsful ſcenes above 

To join the choir where each thy glory ings, 
And hail triumphant THEE, bleſt KING of kings. 


I 


Hat 
Th 
Anc 

In a 
Did 
Toy 
Orh 
Whe 
Yet £ 
Were 
Thoſ 
That 
A cyn 
My fa 
CH. 
Soften 
Knows 
Betwix 
Not fo 
And mi 
Soft pez 
She bui 


1 191 J 


EFF 


I COR, CHAP, XIII. PARAPHRASE D. 


BY MR. PRIOR, 


Dr ſweeter ſounds adorn my flowing tongue, 
Than ever man pronounc'd, or angel ſung: 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine, 
That thought can reach, or ſcience can define; 
And had I power to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the ſpeeches of the babbling earth: 
Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breaſt inſpire, 
To weary tortures and rejoice in fire 
Or had I faith like that which Iſrael ſaw, 
When Moſes gave them miracles, and Jay 
Yet gracious CHARITY, indulgent gueſt, 
Were not thy power exerted in my breaſt, 
Thoſe ſpeeches would ſend up unheeded pray'r; 
That ſcorn of life would be but wild deſpair : 
A cymbal's ſound were better than my voice: 
My faith were form: my eloquence were noiſe. 
CHARITY, decent, modeſt, eaſy, kind, 

Softens the high, and rears the abject mind; 
Knows with juſt reins, and gentle hand to guide, 
Betwixt vile ſhame, ahd arbitrary pride, 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives: 
And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes, 
Soft peace ſhe brings where- ever ſhe arrives; 
She builds our quiet, as ſhe forms our lives: 

Wo | | Lays 
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Lays the rough paths of peeviſh nature ev'n; 
And opens in each heart a little heaven, 

Each other gift, which God on man beſtows, 
Its proper bounds, and due reflection knows : 
To one fix'd purpoſe dedicates its power; 

And finiſhing its act, exiſts no more. 

Thus in obedience to what heaven decrees, 
Knowledge ſhall fail, and prophecy ſhall ceaſe: 
But laſting cHARIT v's more ample ſway, 

Nor bound by time, nor ſubject to decay, 

In happy triumph ſhall for ever live, 

And endleſs good diffuſe, and endleſs praiſe receive; 

As thro' the artiſt's intervening glaſs, 

Our eye obſerves the diſtant planets paſs ; 

A little we diſcover ; but allow, | 

That more remains unſeen, than art can ſhow; 
So whilſt our mind its knowledge would improve 
(Its feeble eye intent on things above) 

High as we may, we lift our reaſon up, 

By faith directed, and confirm'd by hope: 

Yet are we able only to ſurvey 

Dawnings of beams, and promiſes of day. 
Heaven's fuller effluence mocks our dazzled ſight; 
Too great its ſwiftneſs, and too ſtrong its light, 

But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpell'd, 
The ſun ſhall then be face to face beheld, | 
In all his robes, with all his glory on, 

Scated ſublime on his meridian throne, 

Then conſtant faith, and holy hope ſhall die, 
One loſt in certainty, and one in joy: 

W hilft 


WE 
Whilſt thou, more happy power, fair CHARITY, 
Triumphant ſiſter, greateſt of the three, 
Thy office, and thy nature ſtill the ſame, 
Laſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 
Shalt ſtill ſurvive a 
Shalt ſtand before the hoſt of heaven confeſt, 
For ever bleſſing and for ever bleſt. 


THE FOLLY OF LAUGHING AT SIN, 


BY THE LATE MR, JOSEPH STENNETT, 
FOOLS MAKE A MOCK AT SIN, PROVERBS XIV. IXs 


X 7 HOlaughs at fin, laughs at his Maker's frowns; 
Laughs at the ſword of vengeanceo'er his head: 
Laughs at the great Redeemer's tears and wounds, - 
Who but for ſin had neither wept nor bled. 

Who laughs at ſin, laughs at the num'rous woes 
That have the guilty world fo oft befel; 

Laughs at the whole creation's groans and throes, 
At all the ſpoils of death and pains of hell. 

Who laughs at fin, laughs at his own diſeaſe, 
Welcomes approaching torments with his ſmiles ; 
Dares at his ſoul's expence his fancy pleaſe, 
Affronts his O0, himſelf of bliſs beguiles. 

Who laughs at fin, ſports with his guilt and ſhame, 
Laughs at the errors of his ſenſeleſs mind; 

For ſo abſurd a fool there wants a name, 
Expreſſive of a folly ſo refin'd, | 
N _—. 
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PART OF VI. CHAP. MATTHEW, 


PARAPHRASED BY MR. THOMSON, 


HEN my breaſt labors with oppreſſive care, 


And o'er my cheek deſcends the falling tear, 


While all my warring paſſions are at ftrife, 
Oh, let me liſten to the words of life ! 
Raptures deep-felt his doctrine did impart, 
And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping heart. 
Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford, 
Is ſpread at once upon the ſparing board ; 
Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 
While, on the roof, the howling tempeſt bears; 
Wat farther ſhall this feeble life ſuſtain, 
And what ſhall cloath theſe ſhiv'ring limbs again. 
Say, does not life its nouriſhment exceed ? 
And the fair body its inveſting weed ? 
Behold ! and look away your low deſpair— 
See the light tenants of the barren air: 
To them, nor ſtores, nor granaries belong, 
Nought, but the woodland, and the pleaſing ſong; 
Yet, your kind heavenly Father bends his eye 
On the leaſt wing that flits along the ſky. 


To him they ſing, when ſpring renews the plain; 


To him they cry, in winter's pinching reign 
Nor is their muſic, nor their plaint in vain: 
He hears the gay, and the diſtreſsful call, 


And with unſparing bounty fills them all, 
| I | | | Obſerye 
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Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace; 
Obſerve the various vegetable race; 
They neither toil, nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, | 
Yet ſee how warm they bluſh! how bright they glow! 
What regal veſtments can with them compare 
What king ſo ſhining ! or what queen ſo fair! 

If, ceaſeleſs thus the fowls of heaven he feeds; 
If o'er the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads ; 
Will he not care for you, ye faithleſs, ſay | 
Is he unwiſe ? or, are ye leſs than they? 


A THOUGHT AT WAKING. 


TTEND, my ſoul, the early birds inſpire 
Thy grov'ling thoughts with pure celeſtial fire; 

They from their temp'rate ſleep awake, and pay 

Their thankful anthems, for the new-born day. 

See how the tuneful lark is mounted high, 

And, poet like, ſalutes the eaſtern ſky; 

He warbles thro” the fragrant air his lays, 

And ſeems the beauties of the morn to praiſe! 

But MAN! more void of gratitude, awakes, 

And gives no thanks for that ſweet reſt he takes; 

Looks on the glorious ſun's new-kindled flame, 

Without one thought of Him from whom it came; 

The wretch unhallow'd does the day begin, 

Shakes off his $LOTH, but ſhakes not off his s1N, 


N11 KNOW 


Am I the abandon'd orphan of blind chance; 


Waxes and waſtes; I call it mine, not me: 


E 
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BY THE LATE DR. ARBUTHNOT, 


"HAT am I? how produc'd? and for what end? 
Whence drew I being? to what period tend? 


Dropt by wild atoms in diſorder'd dance? 
Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought? 
And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought ? 
By motion which began without a cauſe, 
Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws? 

Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood; 

A branching channel, with a mazy flood ? 

The purple ſtream that through my veſlel glides, 
Dull and unconſcious flows like common tides : 
The pipes through which the circling juices ſtray, 
Are not that thinking I, no more than they : 
This frame compacted with tranſcendent {kil!, 
Of moving joints obedient to my will, 

Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like yonder tree, 


New matter ſtil] the mould'ring maſs ſuſtains, 
The manſion chang'd, the tenant ſtill remains : 
And from the fleeting ſtream, repair'd by food, 
Diſtin&, as is the ſwimmer from the flood. 
What am I then? ſure, of a nobler birth 


By parents right: I own as mother, earth; 
| But 


ut 
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But claim ſuperior lineage by my sIRE, 
Who warm'd th' unthinking cold with heavenly fire : 
Eſſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd, 

By double nature, double inſtin& ſway'd ; 


With look erect, I dart my longing eye, 
| Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſky ; 
I ſtrive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain, 


Ty'd to this maſly globe with magic chain. 
Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to pole, 
View worlds around their flaming centers roll : 
W hat ſteady powers their endleſs motions guide, 
Thro' the ſame trackleſs paths of boundleſs void! 
I trace the blazing comet's hery tail, 

And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale: 
Theſe godlike thoughts, while eager J purſue, 
Some glitt'ring trifle offer'd to my view, 

A gnat, an inſect, of the meaneſt kind, 

Eraſe the new-born image from my mind ; 

Some beaſtly want, craving, importunate, 

Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate, 

Calls off from heavenly truth this reas'ning me, 
And tells me I'm a brute as much as he, 

If on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 

My ſoul above the ſtarry vault I raiſe, 

Lur'd by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful luft, 

I flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. 

The tow'ring lark thus from her lofty ftrain, 
Stoops to an emmet, or a barley grain. 

By adverſe guſts of jarring inſtincts toſt, 

| rove to one, now to the other coaſt 
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To bliſs unknown my lofty foul aſpires, 


My lot unequal to my vaſt deſires, 
As mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth 


Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth; 
So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expos'd, 
Sees he's a king, but 'tis a king depos'd : 


Pity him, beaſts! you by no law confin'd, 


Are barr'd from devious paths by being blind ; 
Whilſt man, through op'ning views of various ways 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays ; 
Too weak to chooſe, yet chooſing {till in haſte, 
One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte z 
Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flatt'ring future ſtil] muſt give the joy. 
Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, 
And, like you, thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 
Whether next ſun his being ſhall reſtrain, 


To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain. 
Around me, lo, the thinking thoughtleſs crew, 


Bewilder'd each, their diff rent paths purſue ; 

Of them I aſk the way; the firſt replies, 

Thou art a God; and ſends me to the ſkies. 

Down on this turf (the next) thou two-legg'd beaſt, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliſs, and endleſs reft : 
Between theſe wide extreams the length is ſuch, 

I find I know too little or too much. 


“ Almighty power, by whoſe moſt wiſe command, 


« Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain here I ſtand ; 
« Take this faint glimmering of thyſelf away, 
«© Or break into my foul with perfect day!“ 


'T his 


[ 199 J 
This ſaid, expanded lay the ſacred text, 


The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex'd : 


Thus the benighted traveller who ſtrays 
Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays z 


The nightly miſt, and thick deſcending dew, 


Parting, unfold the fields, and vaulted blue. 

O Q truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray, 

<© I grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my way; 

Thou clear'dſt the ſecret of my high deſcent, 

And told me what thoſe myſtic tokens meant; 

« Marks of my birth, which I had worn in vain 

„ Too hard for worldly ſages to explain; 

© EENo's were vain, vain EPICURUS' ſchemes, 

* Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams; 

„ Unſkill'd by two-fold nature to divide, 

«© One nurs'd by pleaſure, and one nurs'd by pride: 

„ Thoſe jarring truths which human art beguile, 

„ Thy ſacred page thus bids me reconcile,” 

Offspring of God, no leſs thy pedigree, 

What thou once waſt, art now, and ſtil] may be, F 

Thy God alone can tell, alone decree : 

Faultleſs thou dropt from his unerring ſkill, 

With the bare power to ſin, ſince free of will: 

Yet charge not with thy guilt, his bounteous love, 

For who has power to walk, has power to rove : 

Who acts by force impell'd, can nought deſerve ; 

And wiſdom ſhort of infinite, may ſwerve. 

Borreon thy new-imp'd wings, thou took'ſtthy flight, 

Left thy Creator, and the realms of light: 
, oP Diſ- 
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1 Diſdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil, 
| q And thought to grow a G0p by doing ill: 
Though by foul guilt thy heavenly form defac'd, 
1 In nature chang'd, from happy manſions chac'd, 
| , Thou ſtill retain'ſt ſome ſparks of heavenly fire, 
Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to aſpire ; 
Angel enough to ſeek thy bliſs again, 
And brute enough to make thy ſearch in vain, 
The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe, 
Some fly thee, ſome torment, and ſome ſeduce ; 
Repaſt ill ſuited to ſuch diff*rent gueſts, 
For what thy ſenſe deſires, thy ſoul diſtaſtes ; 
Thy luſt, thy curioſity, thy pride, 
Curb'd, or deferr'd, or balk'd, or gratify' d, 
Rage on, and make thee equally unbleſs'd, 
In what thou want'ſt, and what thou haſt poſſeſs'd; 
In vain thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod, 
Return, and ſeek thy Father, and thy God: 
Yet think not to regain thy native ſky, 
Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy; 
Myſterious paſſage | hid from human eyes, 
Soaring you'll ſink, and ſinking you will riſe: 
Let humble thoughts thy wary footiieps guide, 
Regain by meekneſs what you loſt by pride. 
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BY THE REV. MR. FITZGERALD, 


HERE proud Auguſta, bleſt with lon g repoſe, 
| Her ancient wall and ruin'd bulwark ſhows; 
Cloſe by a verdant plain, with graceful height 
A ſtately fabric riſes to the fight. 
Yet though its parts all elegantly ſhine, 
And ſweet proportion crowns the whole deſign ; 
Though art, in ſtrong expreſſive ſculpture ſhown, 
Conſummate art informs the breathing ſtone ; 
Far other views than theſe within appear, 
And woe and horror dwell for ever here. 
For ever from the echoing roofs rebounds 
A dreadful din of heterogeneous ſounds ; 
From this, from that, from every quarter riſe 
Loud ſhouts, and ſullen groans, and doleful cries ; 
Heart-ſoft'ning plaints demand the pitying tear, 
And peals of hideous laughter ſhock the ear. 
Thus, when in fome fair human form we find 
The luſts all rampant, and the reaſon blind, 
Griev'd we behold ſuch beauty given in vain, 
And nature's faireſt work ſurvey with pain. 
Within the chambers which this dome contains, 
In all her frantic forms diſtraction reigns. 
For when the ſenſe from various objects brings, 
Through organs craz'd, the images of things; 
Ideas, 
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Ideas, all extravagant and vain, 
In endleſs ſwarms croud in upon the brain: 
The cheated reaſon true and falſe confounds, 


And forms her notions from fantaſtic grounds. 


Then, if the blood impetuous ſwells the veins, 
And choler in the conſtitution reigns, 

Outrageous fury ſtraight inflames the ſoul, 

Quick beats the pulſe, and fierce the eye-balls roll 


| Rattling his chains the wretch all raving lies, 


And roars, and foams; and earth and heaven defies. 
Not ſo, when gloomy the black bile prevails, 

And lumpiſh phlegm the thick'ned maſs congeals : 
All lifeleſs then is the poor patient found, 

And fits for ever moping on the ground ; 

His active powers their uſes all forego, 

Nor ſenſes, tongue, nor limbs, their functions know. 
In melancholy loſt, the vital flame 

Informs, and juſt informs tre liſtleſs frame, 

If briſk the circulating tides advance, 

And nimble ſpirits through the fibres dance, 

Then all the images delightful riſe, 


The tickled fancy ſparkles through the eyes; 


'The mortal, all to mirth and joy reſign'd, 

In every geſture ſhews his freakiſh mind; 

Frolic and free, he laughs at fortune's power, 

And plays ten thouſand gambols in an hour, 
Now ent'ring in, my mule, thy theme purſue, 

And all the dome, and each apartment view. 
Within this lonely lodge, in folemn port, 

A ſhiv'ring monarch keeps his awful court, 
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And far and wide, as boundleſs thought can ftray, 
Extends a vaſt imaginary ſway, 

Utopian princes bow before his throne, 
Lands unexiſting his dominion own, 

And airy realms, and regions in the moon, 
The pride of dignity, the pomp of ſtate, 

The darling glories of the envy'd great, 

Riſe to his view, and in his fancy ſwell, 

And guards and courtiers croud his empty cell. 
See how he walks majeſtic through the throng |! 
(Behind he trails his tatter'd robes along) 

And cheaply bleſt, and innocently vain, 
Enjoys the dear deluſion of his brain, 

In this ſmall ſpot expatiates unconhn'd, 
Supreme of monarchs, firſt of human kind. 
Such joyful ecſtacy as this poſſeſt 

On ſome triumphal day great Cæſar's breaſt ; 
Great Cæſar, ſcarce beneath the gods ador'd, 
The world's proud victor, Rome's imperial lord, 
With all his glories in their utmoſt height, 
And all his power diſplay'd before his ſight ; 
Unnumber'd trophies grace the pompous train, 
And captive kings indignant drag their chain. 
With laurell'd enfigns in in from afar, 

His legions, glorious partners of the war, 
Hisconqu'ring legions march behind the golden car: 


Whilſt ſhouts on cat from gather'd nations riſe, 


And endleſs acclamations rend the ſkies. 
For this to vex mankind with dire alarms, 
Urging with rapid ſpeed his reſtleſs arms, 


From 
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From clime to clime the mighty madman flew, 8. 

Nor taſted quiet, nor contentment knew, A 

But ſpread wild ravage all the world abroad, i 

The plague of nations, and the ſcourge of 60D. A 

Poor Cloe—whom yon little cell contains, At 

Of broken vows and faithleſs man complains : A: 

Her heaving boſom ſpeaks her inward woe; Ar 

Her tears in melancholy filence flow. Bu 

Yet ſtill her fond defires tumultuous riſe, 

Melt her ſad foul, and languiſh in her eyes, Fo 

And from her wild ideas as they rove, At 

wi To all the tender images of love; (V 
ll And ſtill the ſooths and feeds the flatt'ring pain, Th 
f Falſe as he is, ſtill, {till ſhe loves her ſwain, 5 
it To hopeleſs paſſion yields her heart a prey; | TS 
0 | And ſighs and fings the livelong hours away. | = 
| So mourns th' impriſon'd lark his hapleſs fate, All 
4 In love's ſoft ſeaſon raviſh'd from his mate, | Nor 
[ Fondly fatigues his unavailing rage, Con 
And hops ind flutters round =o round his cage, | And 

And moans and droops, with pining grief oppreſt, | All | 

Whilſt ſweet complainings warble from his breaſt, The 

Lo! Here a wretch to avarice reſign'd, Hen. 

Midſt gather'd ſcraps, and ſhreds, and rags confin'd ; | O'er 

His riches theſe for theſe he rakes and ſpares, And 

"Theſe rack his boſom, theſe engroſs his cares; 8 

O'er theſe he broods, for ever void of reſt, | | He d. 

And hugs the ſneaking paſſion of his breaſt, Or le 

Sce, rom himſelf the ſordid niggard ſteals, Or ſte 


Reſerves large ſcantlings from his lender meals; 
Scarce 
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Scarce to his bowels half their due affords, 

And ſtarves his carcaſe to increaſe his hoards, 
Till to huge heaps the treaſur'd offals ſwell, 
And ſtink in every corner of his cell, 

And thus with wondrous wildom he purveys 

Againſt contingent want, and rainy days, 

And ſcorns the fools that dread not to be poor, 

But eat their morſel, and enjoy their ſtore. 

Behold a ſage! immers'd in thought profound; 

For ſcience he, for various ſkill renown'd, 

At no mean ends his ſpeculations aim, 

(Vile pelf he ſcorns, nor covets empty fame) 

The public good, the welfare of mankind 

Employ the generous labor of his mind. 

For this his rich imagination teems 

With rare inventions and important ſchemes ; 

All day his cloſe attention he applies, 

Nor givcs he midnight ſlumbers to his eyes; 

Content of this, his toilſome ſtudies crown, 

And for the world's repoſe neglects his own. 

All nature's ſecret cauſes he explores, 

The laws of motion, and mechanic powers: 

Hence ev'n the elements his art obey, 

O'er earth, o'er fire, he ſpreads his wond'rous ſway, 

And thro' the liquid ſky, and o'er the wat'ry way. 

Hence, ever pregnant with ſome vaſt deſign, 

He drains the moor-land, or he ſinks the mine, 

Or levels lofty mountains to the plain, 


Or ſtops the roaring torrents of the main; 
| Forc'd 
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Forc'd up by fire he bids the water riſe, 
And points his courſe reverted to the ſkies: 
His ready fancy {till ſupplies the means, 
Forces his tools, and fixes his machines, 
Erects his ſluices, and his mounds ſuſtains, 
And whirls perpetual windmills in his brains; 
All problems has his lively thought ſubdu'd, 
Meaſur'd the ſtars, and found the longitude, 


And ſquar'd the circle, and the tides explain'd i 


The grand arcanum once he had attain'd, 
Had quite attain'd, but that a pipkin broke, 
And all his golden hopes expir'd in ſmoke. 
And once, his foul inflam'd with patriot zeal, 
A ſcheme he finiſh'd for his country's weal: 
This in a private conference made knowen, 
A ſtateſman ſtole, and us'd it for his own, 
And then, O baſeneſs ! the deceit ſo blind, 
Our poor projector in this jail confin'd. 

The mule forbears to viſit every cell, 
Each form, each object of diſtreſs to tell; 
To ſhew the fopling curious in his dreſs, 
Gaily trick'd out in gaudy raggedneſs: 
The poet, ever wrapt in glorious dreams 
Of Pagan gods, and tienen ſtreams: 
The wild enthuſiaſt, that deſpairing ſees 


Predeſtin'd wrath, and heaven's ſevere decrees; 
Thro' theſe, thro* more ſad ſcenes ſhe grieves to go, 


And paint the whole variety of woe. 


Mean time, on theſe reflect with kind concern, 


And hence this juſt, this uſeful leſſon learn: 
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If ftrong deſires thy reaſoning powers controul; 
If arbitrary paſſions ſway thy ſoul 
If pride, if envy, if the luſt of gain, 
If wild ambition in thy boſom reign, | 
Alas ! thou vaunt'ſt thy ſober ſenſe in vain. 
In theſe poor Bedlamites thyſelf ſurvey, 
Thyſelf, leſs innocently mad than they. 


A QUESTION TO MIS ERS. 
« RICHES PROFIT NOT IN THE DAY OF WRATH." 


AY ye, whole heads decline with weight of years, 
Where hoary time in ſnowy pomp appears; 
Who wade thro” ſeas to graſp the idol ore, 
And make religion centre in your ſtore ;. 


Will death, proud death, who's ambuſh'd in our frame, 


Aw'd by your pond'rous bags, renounce his claim? 
Can meagre mammon's million- making tribe, 
Corrupt corruption with a glitt'ring bꝛibe? 

Your Cop, alas | how impotent to ſave, 

Or gild the horrors of the gloomy grave; 

Where duſt confounds in duſt the poor and proud, 
And ermin'd honors dwindle to a ſhroud ! 
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THOUGHTS ON CONTENTMENT. 


| [ ſpire 

DRI GH T ſource of bliſs! whoſe chearing rays in- 
My tender muſe, and tune the trembling lyre, 

Accept, benign, this tributary lay, 
The ſole return the grateful muſe can pay! 
With thee, the boor who treads th' eternal ſnows 
And dreary wilds of northern Lapland, glows 
With rapt'rous joys; altho' the ſun denies 
His genial influence, and forſakes the ſkies, 
Thy preſence can his frozen boſom chear, 
And make the gloom a pleaſing aſpe& wear: 
Whilſt taſteleſs grandeur, and unbounded power, 
Are void of charms to ſooth the penſive hour; 
Though fortune ſmiles, and fav'rite ſons complain, 
And pleaſure tries her varied arts in vain, 
To chaſe intruding cares, if thou deny 
Thine heavenly aid, not Inda's ſtores ſupply 


Our fanſy'd wants; we're poor*midſt heaps of wealth, 


We ſtarve in plenty, and repine in health, 

Tho' ſhunning oft the pageantry of ſtate, 
Thou ſeek'ſt with POVERTY, a calm retreat; 
And'ev beneath the hermit's moſs-grown cell, 
Far from the buſy world delight'ſt to dwell ; 

Thou canſt the rugged path of greatneſs ſmooth, 
Soften diſtreſs, or real anguiſh ſoothe, _ 

With thee true bliſs in every ſphere we find, 
Alike are bleſt the HERO or the BIND; 


Like 
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Like joys attend the helm of ſtate or plough, 
The MoNARCH's crown fits eaſy on his brow; 
The captive SLAVE forgets his galling pains, 
Exults in bondage, and enjoys his chains : 
Not ſo the wretch deny'd thy chearing rays, 
Sullen he mourns the joyleſs tedious days; 
Inceſſant ills aſſault his forming eyes, 
And all around imagin'd horrors riſe. 

As through this life's uncertain courſe J ſteer, 
Celeſtial maid ! in every varying ſphere 
Vouchſafe thine aid; or, if I ſwiftly glide 
Down the ſmooth ſtream, or ſtruggling ſtem the tide; 
If proſp'rous gales ſhall fill my ſwelling ſail, | 
Or adverſe winds and raging ſtorms aſſail 
My little BARK, of every wave the ſport, 
Be then my guide, and teach me to ſupport 
With care and modeſty the pomp of ſtate, 
Or meet, unmov'd, the harſh decrees of fate. 


ON JOHN THE BAPTIST, 


WHO WAS BEHEADED BY HEROD ANTIPAS, 


UCH his reward ! whoſe zeal had borne its teſt 
Againſt the monarch on his harlot's breaft. 
Firm to his coſt, he warn'd th* inceſtuous prince, 
Nor left his crimes a refuge or pretence. 
Anointed herald of his LoRD he came ; 
His 60D Elijah's, and his work the ſame. 
The firſt tranſlated, and the laſt remov'd 
By death to banquet with the G0D they lov'd! 
„ 
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ON A WFATS©H Z 
| 7 
LL men, like wATcHEs, various periods ſhare, 2 


From thirty hours unto threeſcore year: 
And which more true or good, tis hard to ſay, 
An horologe of G6oLD, or one of CLAY. 
Falſe and imperfect both alike we find, 


In THAT the ſpring's in fault, in THIs the mind: Une 
In their mechanic powers both agree, 
Reaſon's a balance, wiſdom a fuſee: Say, 
But if in either the main ſpring ſhould fail The 
Or over- act, theſe powers nought avail. Wha 
Thus if the will be ſtrong, the fabric weak, Firſt 
The conſtitution then of courſe muſt break: _ 
Or if the paſſions move or high or low, T wa 
'The animal machine's too faſt or ſlow. hat 
But when its active ſprings are duly coil'd, Cemei 
And not an appetite or ſenſe is ſpoil'd; And c. 
When all life's movements mutually agree, No b 
And ſoul with body acts in harmony; U. hs | 
This human trinket then may go as true, 8 t 
As any ſuch like kindred trinkets do. Nr. * 


And when at length each hath run out their chain, 
They ſilent and inactive both remain, 

And with this difference, revive again: 

An human hand ſhall THOSE awhile reſtore, 
THESE one Almighty, and for evermore. 


me 1 


TO THEOPHILUS AND UPHALAl. 


ON THE DAY OF MARRIAGE, #*,®* 


TAIL! happy pair! *tis friendſhip tunes the lay, 
That joys to ſee this kind auſpicious day 
This happy morn which crowns that mutual love, 
Unerring wiſdom firſt ordain'd above. 


Say, what inducement taught the breaſt to move, 
The ſoul to languiſh, and the heart to love? 
What native inſtinct, or exterior charms, 

Firſt rais'd the tumult of love's ſoft alarms ? 


'T was winning piety, and ſenſe conjoin'd 

That ſpoke the innate beauties of the mind: 
Cementing friendſhip alſo lent her aid, 

And crown'd the happy choice that prudence made, 


No bribing wealth, nor baſe deſigning art, 
Urg'd on to flatter, or impell'd the heart; 
Spontaneous efforts fann'd the latent fire, 


And grace inherent, ſanctify'd defire. 


May caNnA's LORD attend your ſteps below, 

And ſmile propitious as you onward go; 

May he indulgent, bleſs your future days, 

And tune your grateful hearts, to ſing his praiſe ! 


Oz Behold, 


Imploring mercies from your father's hand; 


E 


Behold, my friends ! a father's tender care, 


In all the bleſſings which in life ye ſhare ; 1 
His goodneſs view, in all you daily prove, 7 
And own your mercies are the gift of love. T 
15 | V 
Should adverſe providence your lives attend, 4 
And every ſweet, with ſome kind bitter blend : ; In 
With grateful hand, the friendly cup receive, | W 
And drink the potion heaven reſerv'd to give. L Th 
| q An 


If poverty or want await you here, 

The heavy ſtroke with reſignation bear; 

The God who ſent them rules their potent ſway, 
And by his preſence ſmiles their frowns away. 


The various ills in life, you're born to ſhare, 
Are bounteous bleſſings of paternal care; 

This each ſhall own, and both with joy confeſs, 
Nor even wiſh to find your trials leſs. 


E ; 
Like humble penſioners devoted ſtand, 


With grateful hearts receive his kind ſupplies, 
Nor wiſh imparted, what his love denies. 


If thus reſolv'd, purſue your deſtin'd way, 

Nor ſtop to liſten what the world might ſay; 

Let nobler thoughts your conſcious minds employ, 
And crown your interval of life with joy. 


But 
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But as ye journey on, expect to find, 
Thoſe troubles incident to human kind; 


They fondly hope for happineſs in vain, 
Who ſeek to find it without loſs or pain, 


In mazy paths muſt tread your wand'ring feet, 
Where eaſe with pain, where joy with ſorrow meet; 
T heſe, loving pilgrims, will alarm your fears, 

And prove a trial thro' life's vale of tears, 


If love and harmony you would preſerve, 
Avoid by careful ſteps, that fiend RESERVE ; 
Let both alike, with conſcious pleaſure ſee, 
A gen'rous mind, from falſe deception free, 


Let both in each, a meet companion find, 
Indulgent, tender, affable, and kind; 
Devoid of art, let each attempt to prove, 
A greater warmth of undiſſembled love. 


In joy, in ſorrow, or in pain or eaſe, 

Let each alike be ſtudious how to pleaſe ; 
In every trial take an equal ſhare, 

Each bear a part, and ſtrive to leſſen care. 


Let concord, harmony, and tranquil joy, 
Each future moment of your lives employ ; 
Thus ſhall you both ſubſtantial bliſs ſecure, 
And heaven indulgent, choiceſt bleſſings pour. 
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DzcrePID AGE ſhall then with pleaſure view, 
His ſnowy honors, crown'd with joys anew; 
With grateful heart ſurvey the trials paſt, 
And hail the moment that ſhall bring the laſt. 


Diviner bliſs ſhall each fond breaſt inſpire, 
And fill the ſoul with pure ſeraphic fire; 
With holy rapture make your latter days 
Reſound the language of inceſſant praiſe. 


Your SETTING SUN, when life's ſhort day is o'er, 
Shall riſe unclouded, and go down no more ; 

His genial rays ſhall every care deſtroy, | 
And ſtamp eternal, all your future joy, 


Deign, happy pair, t' accept the feeble lay, 


The pleaſing theme of this auſpicious day ; 


*T'is friendſhip ſpeaks—if more ſhe can declare, 
Be that the ſubject of devoted pray'r, 


EE FF -4:4-  &a M- 


ON A MISER, *, 


HE niggard miſer, *midſt his hoarded ſtore, 
Grows richer daily, yet grows daily poor ; 
With pining want conſumes the gift of health, 
And damns his ſoul for ſordid heaps of wealth, 


ELEGY 
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TT 
WRITTEN AT THE APPROACH OF SPRING, 
BY JOHN SCOTT, ESQ. . 


TERN winter hence with all his train removes; 
And chearful ſkies and limpid ſtreams are ſeen ; 
Thick-ſprouting foliage decorates the groves ; 
Reviving herbage robes the fields in green, 


Yet lovelier ſcenes ſhall crown th' advancing year, 
When blooming ſpring's full bounty is diſplay'd ; 
The ſmile of beauty every vale ſhall wear; 

The voice of ſong enliven every ſhade, 


O fancy, paint not coming days too fair | | 
Oft for the proſpects ſprightly May ſhould yield, 
Rain-pouring clouds have darken'd all the air, 
Or ſnows untimely whiten'd o'er the field: 


But ſhould kind ſpring her wonted bounty ſhow'r, 
The ſmile of beauty and the voice of ſong ; 

If gloomy thought the human mind o'erpowr, 
Ev'n vernal hours glide unenjoy'd along. 


* The pamphlet from whence I have taken this and the following 
Elegy, is fold by Buckland in Paternoſter Row, The late ingenious 
Dr, Young, writing to a friend of mine ſays, © I have read Mr. 
Scott's four Elegies, and ſhall do myſelf the credit to recommendthem 
to every perſon of my acquaintance,” 


O04 I ſhun 


B 


I ſhun the ſcenes where madd' ning paſſion raves, 
Where pride and folly high dominion hold, 
And unrelenting avarice drives her ſlaves 

O'er proſtrate virtue in purſuit of gold: 


The graſſy lane, the wood - ſurrounded field, 

The rude ſtone fence with fragrant wall- flowers gay, 
The clay-built cot, to me more pleaſure yield. 
Than all the pomp imperial domes diſplay : 


And yet ev'n here amid theſe ſecret ſhades, 
Theſe ſimple ſcenes of unreproy'd delight, 
Affliction's iron hand my breaſt invades, 

And death's dread dart is ever in my ſight, | 


While genial ſuns to genig] ſhow'rs ſucceed ; 
(The air all mildneſs, and the earth all bloom ;). 


While herds and flocks range ſportive o'er the mead, 


Crop the ſweet herb, and ſnuff the rich perfume ; 


O why alone to hapleſs man deny'd 


To taſte the bliſs inferior beings boaſt ? 


O why this fate that fear and pain divide 
His few ſhort hours on earth's delightful coaſt ? 


Ah ceaſe—no more of providence complain | 
'Tis ſenſe of guilt that wakes the mind to woe, 
Gives force to fear, adds energy to pain, 

And palls each joy by heaven indulg'd below: 


Why 
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Why elſe the ſmiling infant- train ſo bleſt, 
Ere dear-bought knowledge ends the peace within, 


Or wild deſire inflames the youthful breaſt, 
Or ill propenſion ripens into fin ? 


As to the bleating tenants of the field, 

As to the ſportive warblers on the trees, 

To them their joys ſincere the ſeaſons yield, 
And all their days and all their proſpects pleaſe ; 


Such joys were mine when from the peopled ftreets, 


Where on THAMESIS' banks I liv'd immur'd, 
The new-blown fields that breath'd a thouſand ſweets, 
To 8URRY's wood-crown'd hills my ſteps allur'd : 


O happy hours, beyond recov'ry fled ! 
What ſhare I now ** that can your loſs repay,” 


_ Whileo'ermy mind theſe glooms of thoughtare ſpread, 


And veil the light of life's meridian ray ? 


Is there no power this darkneſs to remove ? 


The long-loſt joys of EDEN to reſtore ? 
Or raiſe our views to happier ſeats above, 
Where fear and pain and death ſhall be no more? 


Yes, thoſe there are who know a sAvIOUR's love 


The long-loſt joys of EDEN can reſtore, 


And raiſe their views to happier ſeats above, 


Where fear and pain and death ſhall be no more: 


Theſe 


I 


Theſe grateful ſhare the gift of nature's kand; 
And in the varied ſcenes that round them ſhine, 

(The fair, the rich, the awful, and the grand) 

Admire th' amazing workmanſhip divine, 


Blows not a flow'ret in th' enamell'd vale, 
Shines not a pebble where the riv'let ſtrays, 
Sports not an inſect on the ſpicy gale, * 
But claims their wonder and excites their praiſe, 


For them ev'n vernal nature looks more gay, 

For them more lively hues the fields adorn ; 
To them more fair the faireſt ſmile of day, 

To them more ſweet the ſweeteſt breath of morn, 


They feel the bliſs that hope and faith ſupply ; 
They paſs ſerene th' appointed hours that bring 
The day that wafts them to the realms on high, 
The day that centers in eternal ſpring. 


LT ET. 
Wy THE SAME, 


N diff rent ſeaſons diff*rent joys we place, 


And theſe ſhall ſpring ſupply, and ſummer theſe z 
Yet frequent ſtorms the bloom of ſpring deface, 


And ſummer ſcarcely brings a day to pleaſe, 


ELEGY 


ZT 
WRITTEN AT THE APPROACH OF WINTER, 
BY THE SAME, 


T HE ſun far ſouthward bends his annual way, 
The bleak north-eaſt wind lays the foreſts bare, 
The fruit ungather'd quits the naked ſpray, 
And dreary winter reigns o'er earth and air. 


No mark of vegetable life is ſeen, 

No bird to bird repeats his tuneful call ; 

Save the dark leaves of ſome rude evergreen, 
Save the lone red-breaſt on the moſs-grown wall. 


Where are the ſprightly ſcenes by ſpring ſupply'd, 
The May-flower'd hedges ſcenting every breeze; 
The white flocks ſcatt'ring o'er the mountain fide, 
The woodlarks warbling on the blooming trees? 


Where is gay ſummer's ſportive inſect train, 

T hat in green fields on painted pinions play'd ? 
The herd at morn wide-paſturing o'er the plain, 
Or throng'd at noon-tide in the willow ſhade ? 


Where is brown autumn's ev'ning mild and till, 
W hat time the ripen'd corn freſh fragrance yields, 
What time the village peoples all the hill, 
And loud ſhouts echo o'er the harveſt fields? 
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To former ſcenes our fancy thus returns, 
To former ſcenes that little pleas'd when here ! 


Our winter chills us and our ſummer burns, 
Yet we diſlike the changes of the year. 


To happier lands then reſtleſs fancy flies, 

Where 1NDIAN ſtreams thro' green Savannahs flow; 
W here brighter ſuns and ever-tranquil ſkies 

Bid new fruits ripen and new flow'rets blow, 


Let truth theſe fairer happier lands ſurvey, 

There half the year deſcends in wat'ry ſtorms ; 
Or nature fickens in the blaze of day, 

And one brown hue the ſun- burnt plain deforms, 


There oft as toiling in the maizey fields, 
Or homeward paſling on the ſhadeleſs way, 
His joyleſs life the weary lab'rer yields, 
And inſtant drops beneath the deathful ray. 


Who dreams of nature free from nature's ſtrife ? 
Who dreams of conſtant happineſs below? 

The hope-fluſh'd ent'rer on the ſtage of life; 
The youth to knowledge unchaſtis'd by woe. 


For me, long toil'd on many a weary road, 
Led by falſe hope in ſearch of many a joy; 
I find in earth's bleak clime no bleſt abode, 
No place, no ſeaſon ſacred from annoy : 


3, 
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For me, while winter rages round the plains, 
With his dark days I'll human life compare; 


Not thoſe more fraughtwith clouds and winds and rains, 
Than this with pining pain and anxious care. 


O whence this wond'rous turn of mind our fate! 
W hate'er the ſeaſon or the place poſſeſt, 

We ever murmur at our preſent ſtate ; | 
And yet the thought of parting breaks our reſt : 


Why elſe, when heard in ev'ning's ſolemn gloom, 
Does the ſad knell that ſounding o'er the plain, 
Tolls ſome poor lifeleſs body to the tomb, 

Thus thrill my breaſt with melancholy pain ? 


The voice of reaſon echoes in my ear, 

Thus thou ere long muſt join thy kindred clay ; 
No more theſe ©* noftrils breathe the vital air,” 
No more theſe eyelids open on the day, 


O winter, round me ſpread thy joyleſs reign, 
Thy threat'ning ſkies in duſky horrors dreſt; 
Of thy dread rage no longer Fl] complain, 
Nor aſk an EDEN for a tranſient gueſt, 


Enough has heaven indulg'd of joy below, 
To tempt our tarriance in this lov'd retreat; 
Enough has heaven ordain'd of uſeful woe, 
To make us languiſh for a happier ſeat. 
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There is, who deems all climes, all ſeaſons fair, 
There is, who knows no reſtleſs paſſion's ſtrife ; 
Contentment ſmiling at each idle care; 


Contentment thankful for the gift of life; 


She finds in winter many a ſcene to pleaſe; 

The morning landſcape fring'd with froſt- work gay, 
The ſun at noon ſeen thro? the leafleſs trees, 

The clear calm ether at the cloſe of day: 


| She marks th? advantage ſtorms and clouds beſtow, 


When bluſt' ring cavrvs purihes the air, 
When moiſt aQUARI1US pours the fleecy ſnow, 
That makes th* impregnate glebe a richer harveſt bear: 


She bids for all our grateful praiſe ariſe, 
To Him whoſe mandate ſpake the world to form ; 
Gave ſpring's gay bloom, and ſummer's chearful ſkies, 


And autumn's corn-clad field and winter's ſounding 


ſtorm, 


ON SEEING THE SUN SHINE, ** 


> ON lucid beam revives the verdant field, 
That bounteous nature may her increaſe yield, 
The hill, the dale, the purling currents prove, 


The warmth and power of God's diffuſive love; 
No fav'rite mead can boaſt a partial care, 


But all alike his genial influence ſhare. 


223 } 


A FATHER'S SOLILOQUY OVER HIS 
DEAD CHILD. #,* 


EAR infant babe! thou lovely ſmiling boy, 
Thou firft fond pledge of pure connubial joyz 
Thou ſpring of pleaſure, thou dear ſource of pain, 
My child, my 1s AAc, thus untimely flain! 


Thou gracious anſwer to a father's prayers ! 
But now the object to excite his tears; 

Theſe cold remains are all I weeping ſee, 
Thou'rt gone forever----gone, alas ! from me. 


Forever gone !---no ;---ceaſe the plaintive moan, 
Suppreſs the tear and check the riſing groan z 
Swift flies the moment that diflolves my pain, 
And brings thee welcome to theſe arms again ! 


O loit'ring death] come wing thy deſtin'd way, 
Why art thou abſent---why this long delay 
Come dread uſurper, who my hopes beguil'd, 
And bear me ſwiftly to my only child ! 


And thou dear babe] with tending angels wait 
To hail me welcome to thy bleſt eſtate; 

Ruſh to my arms---ſoft whiſper - I am thine,” 
And lead me to the GoD who made thee mine! 
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WRITTEN AFTER HEARING A SERMON PREACHED 
FROM II TIM, II, 111. % 


THOU, THEREFORE, ENDURE HARDNESS AS A GOOD SOLDIER 
OF CHRIST JESUS, 


O ſhew the matchleſs worth of truth divine, 
Grace, love, and reaſon, all in one combine : 
To plead its cauſe, all hail the man of ſenſe, 
And add to THAT---the charms of eloquence, 
Go on, great champion in thy cCAPTAIN's cauſe, 
Support his ſtandard, and maintain his laws ; 
Impel by argument the heedleſs throng, 
Teach what is RIGHT, and ſhew them what is WRONG. 
For this, kind reaſon lends her nobleſt aid, 
And prompts thee on, reſiſtleſs to perſuade, 
Prolific Grace her ſtronger influence ſends, 
And makes thy greateſt foes the beſt of friends. 
Hence, reaſon's boaſting ſons, no more exclaim, 
A ſyſtem wrong, irrational and vain : 
The charge is falſe---why, impious, thus deride ? 
Let conſcious reaſon here as judge preſide 
Hark ! bold intruder---ſomething ſpeaks within, 
And ſoftly whiſpers--— Thou art nought but ſin,” 
Yet louder ſtill, methinks, I diſtant hear, 
The moving accents of ſome friend ſincere : 
*Tis PE*F*##* ſpeaks---he tells thee juſt the ſame, 


W hat now thou art, whence thy pollution came. 
3 | | But 
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But yet more kind, he bids thee not deſpair, 
And mildly tells thee of a $AviouR's care; 
Shews what he is, for whom he liv'd and dy'd, 

For what he ſuffer'd, and why crucify'd. 

I hear him rz F or wretches worſe than you, 

«© He cry'd, Forgive, they know not what they do: 
6 For guilty ſouls, who, bold rejoicing ſtood, 

« With impious hands to ſhed THEIR SAVIOUR'S 
“ For theſe, for you, for all the happy race, [blood; 
Who live the ſubjects of redeeming grace,” 


AN THE ENTRANCE OF A 
NEW YEAR, 


REAT God! to thee what gratitude I owe, 

Thou ſource of ALL that I enjoy below; 
Paſt bleſſings not thy gracious care ſuffice, 
New mercies ſtill with each new moment riſe ; 
Nor this the leaſt (for which my thanks I pay) 
To live to ſee another new-year's day | 
With the old year, may the 0LD MAN be gone, 
And with the new, may I the NEW put on! 
Oh, to ſupply new time, new grace be thine, 
New heart, new ſpirit, and new life be mine, 
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A WOREL ODE 


AIL, glorious auTHoR of creation's frame! 
In all things various, yet in all the ſame. 
Whom nature owns her fountain, and her end; 
Creation's FATHER, and his creature's FRIEND, 
Once more revolv'd, revolving periods prove 
Thy dread inſpection and thy watchful love; 
W hoſe quick'ning Sp'rit ſtill animates our breath, 
Defends from danger, or preſerves from death. 
By pain inſtructed, or from pain ſecur'd, 
Unhoped averted, or in hope endur'd. 
Held yet in life, tho' oft of ſtrength bereft, 
Behold, ** one taken, and another left!“ 
Stupendous act, that mocks created ken! 
Alike abftruſe to ſeraphs and to men. 
Why, this permitted; or, why that decreed ; 
The murderer riots, and the guiltleſs bleed. 
Why, conſcious virtue ſees her foes prevail, 
While juſtice lingering---aids the rifing ſcale. 
Why, deeper till, the men of guilt ſhould find, 
E'en rigorous vengeance placable or kind: 
And why, revers'd, the moral proud may feel, 
E'en mercy reckleſs, and themſelves in hell! 
Say ye, who can (if ſuch as can, there be) 
What meaneth this, and whence the myſtery ? 
Go, ſpan the mountains, and exhauſt the clouds, 
Or, bind their influence, and repel the floods. 


2 There 
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There go, aſſay, and at thy ſole command, 4 
Turn rocks to oceans, and the ſeas to ſand. | l 
Bid the keen lightning ſcath the ætherial plain, g 
Let thunder whiſper, and the comet rain: 
Bid sINAl's maſs from off its baſe remove; 
Bid angels envy, and bid demons love: 
Awake the tempeſt, or compoſe the wind: 
Make turtles ſavage, or the ſavage kind. 
Speak meteors cool, or frozen arctics warm; 
Divert the whirlwind, or direct the ſtorm, 
Calm the loud din of wrath's infernal rage; 
Make wiſdom folly, or its ſcorners ſage. 
Let death be life, their life the dead retrieve 
Make darkneſs ſhine, and infidels believe. | 
Again ſtand forth, invert creation's powers; | 0 
4 
3 
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Make time eternal, and then count its hours. 

Let worlds unborn atteſt thy ſovereign word; 

And know thee MAKER, as they call thee LORD. 1 

To ſum the whole, and conſummate the plan; J 

Go try the reins, and ſearch the heart of man. f 

Deprav'd its bent, corrupted every thought, 

Is nought it ſhould, and all that it ſhould not. 14 

Go watch its movements, and its mazy wile, ; 1 

Its artful meanneſs, and its ſelfiſh guile. Ki 

Its ſordid avarice, or ambitious flame, 

The guſt of flattery and the luſt of fame. 

Its love of all that ſtains the human breaſt, 

Sinks man to brute, and makes his name a jeſt. 

Its hate, revenge, concupiſcence, or ſpleen, 

The zeſt of pride and quinteſſence of fin. | | 
1 Fountain 
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Fountain of death] whence iſſues all in one, 


That ſoils a dunghill, or torments a throne. 


The penal woe of want's bewilder'd care, 
The tyrant's horror, or the traytor's fear. 
The laſh of conſcience, and the trembling dread, 
Who cruſh the living, or defraud the dead. 
Deprive the orphan, or deſpiſe the poor, 
And thruſt the ſtranger from the pathleſs door. 
Who dance, carouſe---debauch'd their vernal prime, 
The waſte of mercy, and the waſte of time. 
Lay up in ſtore, againſt its period come, 
The dreadful harveſt of a death-bed doom ! 

* here go - begin its complex windings wma 


Reſtrain its fury, and its pride abaſe. 


Deep in the duſt before thee let it lie, 

Hang on thy hand, and watch the ſpeaking eye. 
Next, purge its droſs from lucre's filth refin'd, 
Transform its paſſions, and its ardor bind. 
Command its motions, and ſubdue its will, 
Arreft the ſtars, and bid the ſun ſtand ſtill. 
Till then be mute; nor raſh preſume to arraign 
Unerring wiſdom, or its acts reſtrain. 


As tho? thy ſkill could mark where ſhe had ſtray'd, 


Should ſtand corrected, or be diſobey'd. 

As error's form had duped her vagrant eye, 

Impos'd its own, and made her ſtamp a lye. 

This right; this wrong; now ſhake the reptile rod; 
While worms, abandon'd, criminate their 60D, 
Judge him unwiſe, unrighteous, or unjuſt, 

'Tho' winds his chariots, and the ſtars as duſt: 

| His 


Her firm reſolve; her aim to turn away 


Mark'd by its point, and counted as for dead. 
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His paths myſterious, and his face unſeen, 4 | 
E'en angels ideots, and the heavens unclean |! | ct) 
Turn then thine eyes on wiſdom's fairer plan, : | 9 
To frailty ſuited, and deſign d for man. ; 
To teach him wiſdom, and in that to know if | 
His fall how deep, his wretchedneſs how low! i 
To ſave from ruin, as ſhe makes him wiſe, 1 


And hide deſtruction from the ſtranger's eyes. 
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REDEMPTION'S ſcheme; myſterious, yet benign; 
Where equal grace and equal glory ſhine, ö 
Where all is mild, compaſſionate, and free, 1 


Its burthen, light; its bondage, LIBERTY. 
Where mercy's bowels with compaſſion roll, 
And more than move with pity to the ſoul. 
For this her patience, and her meek delay, 


© gr 


The impending ſword from off the victim's head, 


For this in heaven ten thouſand ardors riſe, 
Form here our hope, and there its paradiſe. 
Point to the cRoss from whence ſalvation flows ; 
A 60D incarnate, and in HIM repoſe | 
Fail, coLGoOTH?, hail ! and hail, thou cALVARY! 
All hail the cross, and hail its myſtery ! 
Hail HIM who ſufter'd, and by ſuffering freed 


A convict world, whom juſtice doom'd to bleed! _ 

Evictive faith! the ſum of things unſeen, | | \ i! 

Gop's high atteſt and evidence to men; 140 

Medium of ſight that chears the ſullen breaſt, 4 

Turns doubt to viſion and deſpair to reſt. | | | 
| V: 3 Conveys 7 j 
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Conveys remiſſion, and its ſeal confirms, ( 
While grateful love the conſcious boſom warms, ( 
Compaſlion's hand dries up the falling tear, I 
Forbids confuſion, and precludes his fear. V 
With trembling joy the convert hides his face, I. 
And gives the glory where he found the grace. M 
Demonſtrate this (where-e'er it deigns to fall) M 
« That man is nothing, and that THovU art ALL!“ N 
Thus from THYSELF, and from thy will proceeds E: 
Whate'er protects us, or whateyer feeds : Sh 
From thee, the fountain, all our bleſſings come, TI 
The martyr's laurel, or th' apoſtate's doom. (R 
All things that life, all. things that death inſpire; 'Th 
The firſt averſion, and the laſt deſire. | (E] 
O let me die, the ſon of Peor ſaid, W3 
(And as he ſpake he bow'd his hoary head) Th 
O let me die, the righteous death divine Plag 
ce My hope with ISRAEL, and his end be mine!“ Tha 
Yet once again from THY all ſovereign boon, Eng 
E'en they yet live, whoſe lives affront thy throne, A ſe 
Who ſpurn thy being, or its power defy, (Fiei 
Shock their own ſenſe, and give that ſenſe the lye. Fron 
Baſe to diſpute, what reaſon might impart, Are | 
| Truth to the head, and terror to the heart. Prop! 
| Whoſe impious breaſts, ingrate, diſdain to know, Bu 
From whence their beings, or their bleſſings flow: And 1 
Tho' from thy hand, alike on all beſtow'd Who 
And v 


The partial evil, or the impartial good. | 
No difference here; alike on each; on all Whol 


Thy ſuns ariſe, thy ſhowers prolific fall. 


Cou- 
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CoMPLAINT! be mute- - the future muſt decide 
Great wiſdom's plan, and each his fate divide. 
Difference immenſe ! immenſe their different lot, 
Who ſerv'd their 60D, from theirs who ſerv'd him not! 
In that laſt day, when juſtice ends the ſtrife, 
Marks theſe for ruin, and ſeals thoſe to life! 
Mean time, as weigh'd in heaven's eternal ſcales, 
Nou vengeance triumphs, and now love prevails, 
Each poiſing each preſerves the balance ſtill, 
Shews the deſign, and executes her will. 
The threat'ning bolt, that glowing in her hand 
(Redden'd with wrath) appalls a guilty land. 
The heart-felt panic that pervades the whole 
(Electric ſtroke that ſhocks the double pole) 
War's baleful thunders, bellowing their alarms, 
The clang of clarions, and the claſh of arms. 
Plague, earthquake, famine, peſtilence, and pain, 
That ſpeak his juſtice, and his laws maintain. 
Engines of wrath, and magazines of ire, 
A ſecond deluge, or Gomorrah's fire; 
(Fierce as it burns, and fiercer ſtill to feel) 
From Ætna's ſummit to the loweſt hell, 
Are but the ſhades of her vindictive doom, 
Prophetic preludes of yet worſe to come! | 
But heaven relents; repeals her own decree, 
And nature ſhouts her reſcued deſtiny, 
W ho ſmote her ſons, now bids their terrors ceaſe ; 
And with a world's, reſtores Britannia's peace. 
Whoſe hope reviv'd for future bleſlings ſues, 
And every morn her every ſuit renews. 


P 4 Hail, 
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Hail, genial hope ! the balm of all our care; 
Strong as its rock, and as its fountain clear. 
Conſiſtent act; that as it truſts, obeys ; 

Whoſe meek compliance is its ſureſt praiſe : 
Repentant hope; more ſtudious to perform, 
Than raſhly vow; or with preſumption warm 

On her own ftrength, for ſafety to depend, 

Whoſe boaſt is ſhame, and ſhame ſhall be its end. 

Hail, wond'rous grace] of love the art divine! 


Her judgments, MERCIES; and her threats, benign, 


Pierc'd with her cries, ſhe left her radiant ſeat, 
To bleſs her foes, and raiſe them at her feet : 

Bids them ariſe, but take the warning given, 
Nor once ungrateful, war again with heaven. 


Such warning oURs, to fave from foul deſpair z 


Who ſpar'd the laſt, now ſpares another year. 


But tried once more, and once more tried in vain, 


All hope is daſh'd; juſtice remounts again 

Her penal throne ; preſenting from afar 

The ſcourge of famine, and the ſword of war. 
Bids death advance in all its ghaſtly forms, 
The whirlwind rattles, and the tempeſt ſtorms, 
Red Æther's lightning ſtreams along the vale, 
The ſkies roll thunder, and the clouds drop hail, 
Huge piles of ſmoke the hemiſphere becloud ; 
The ſun ſhines darkneſs, and its rival blood. 
The falling ſtars deſert the ſpangled ſphere, 
And, faint, expire amidſt the kindling air. 

The e ocean from its centre roars, 

And o'er the land a diſtant deluge pours, 
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Her barriers ſhake, the Alpin'd cliffs divide, 


Ruſh from their height, and plunge the embillow'd 

Suffulive blaſts from mines ſulphureous blow; [ tide. 

Rocks whirl o'er rocks, and ſeas to mountains grow. 

The eternal hills, convulſive on their baſe, 

Riſe with the ſtorm, and quit their natal place, 

A horrid gloom o'er nature's face is ſpread, 

And Tophet rous'd prepares to meet her dead. 

Mens hearts for fear of greater evils fail, 

W hile guilt o'er hope, and death o'er life prevail, 

Old Time aghaſt, now rends his hoary hairs ; 

Yields his domain, and dies amidſt his years. 

The final trump, of ſeven-fold thunder ſound, 

Blows,' Cut it down; why cumbers it the ground? 

* Too long already has the land been ſpar'd; 

6 Double their guilt, be doubled its reward!“ 
Thus nature ſtaggers, and creation fails! 

While mercy, hopeleſs, drops the o'er-balanc'd ſcales; 

Turns from her charge, and pointing to the rod, 

Cries, ©* There, ye rebels, go and meet your 60D !” 


ON SEEING A GROUP OF-TREES.  *,* 


AINT emblem that, of EDEN's happy ſhade, 
For pureſt love and contemplation made: 
Where ſacred goodneſs, manifeſt, began 


To ſhine diſtinguiſh'd in the creature man: 


Where evil firſt of innocence took place, 
And, but for Chriſt, had damn'd a ruin'd race! 
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ABRAHAM's SACRIFICE. 


ROM the third morning dawn'd the orient light, 
When Abraham gain'd the deſtin'd mountain 8 


height; 
And Iſaac, now their journey's period found, 


Had thrown his cumbrous burthen to the ground, 


His load of wood, with ſolemn right aſſign'd 
To burn the ſacrifice by 60D enjoin'd, 

And now the ready care and zealous toil 

Of ſire and ſon had rear'd the ſacred pile, 


When thus (yet oft” with ſighs his utt'rance broke, 


And oft' with guſhing tears) the patriarch ſpoke. 


C Thou, in whom heaven's beſt love to me was 
Kind, good, and duteous; O mydarling ſon! [ſhown, 


Firm to my ſoul, whom all dear ties engage, 
Crown of my hopes, and comfort of my age ; 
Now be the ardor of thy faith diſplay'd, 

And ſummon all my virtue to thy aid, 

To hear the doom by cop's own voice decreed, 
That thou, O can I ſpeak it] thou muſt bleed: 
Thy harmleſs life, ſo runs the dread command, 
Muſt here be offer'd by thy father's hand. 


Fain, fain, heaven knows, by ſtrong reluctance preſt, 


And partial nature pleading in my breaſt, 
Fain would I have miſtook the ſacred call: 
*T was dream, *twas fancy, *twas illuſion all. 
Can 60D, TI reaſon'd, his own law controul, 
lmpreſs'd ſo deeply on the human ſoul ; 


. His 
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His law, which as the wrath divine they dread, 


Prohibits man man's vital blood to ſhed ? 
Did he eſtabliſh this a rule to bind 
Through all ſucceſſiye ages all mankind ? 


And can he, faithful, gracious, juſt, and mild, 


Can he command me to deſtroy my child ? 
Alas! why not? who ſhall maintain the ſtrife 
With him, ſole ſov'reign, arbiter of life? 

On theſe plain terms he gives us all to ſee 
New- born th” ætherial light, and bids us be; 
That wher ſoever he, or ſoon, or late, 

Shall ſummon us to leave our earthly ſtate, 
The body its congenial duſt mult claim, 

The ſoul return to 60D from whom it came, 


And ſure for this, the time, the means, the way, 


*Tis his to chooſe, his providential ſway 

Inflicts the ſudden ſtroke, or flow decay: 

To each inferior cauſe he gives its weight, 

And arms with all its darts the hand of fate. 
Then, great Creator, ſince *tis thy decree 

That Iſaac now muſt fall, and fall by me, 

Proftrate and mute, I bow before thy throne, 

Thy name be hallow'd, and thy will be done. 

Oft' thy dread voice has fill'd me with delight, 

Or in the trance, or viſion of the night ; 

And ftill as I obey'd it haſt thou ſhed 

Riches, and peace, and honor round my head. 

And ſhall I now reſiſt the well-known call? 

And grudge one gift to thee who gav'ſt me all? 


| L age 1 
Haſt thou ſo bleſt my whole long life-time paſt, 
And ſhall I now forſake thee at the laſt ? 
Yet, my good 60D, all gracious as thou art, 
Forgive the yearnings of a parent's heart ; 
That my poor ſervice may be rightly paid, 
Support my frailneſs with thy heavenly aid, 
And fuffer not, by this hard inſtance try'd, 
My ſtedfaſt faith in thee to ſtart aſide.“ 
'Fhus far his grief the rev'rend fire expreſt, 
A ſpacious flood of tears forbad the reſt. 

When Iſaac thus; “ III muſt it ſurely ſuit, 
When 60D commands, for mortals to diſpute; 
His will once ſpoke the whole creation awes, 
And what am I, to make a moment's paule ? 
But here ſo plainly ſtands his love expreſt, 
Here to obey, is only to be bleſt ; 
*T'is only earlier to be call'd away 
To SGop's own preſence, and the realms of day, 
Snatch'd from the ill to come, nor daom'd to know 
The various bitterneſs of human woe. 
Can I beneath good Abraham's forming hand, 
- In heavenly truth and ſteady virtue train'd, 
Taught, O my 60D, with one perpetual aim, 
'T'o love thy ſervice, and to fear thy name; 
Can I not hope, unbodied when I roam 
Where ſp'rits immortal find their deſtin'd home 
In that new world thy goodneſs ſtil] to ſhare, 
And praiſe and bleſs my kind preſerver there? 
Can I thy mercy not ſecurely truſt | 
To hide my human frailties in the duſt, 


And 
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And there admit me, one ſhort ſtruggle o'er, 
Where death, and ſin, and ſorrow are no more? 
But, O my father! how ſhall he ſuſtain 
This load of woe, this heart-oppreſling pain! 
Cancell'd at once to view high heaven's decree 
Of bleſſings to his future race in me! 
His hopes all blaſted, all his comforts fled, | 
Grief to the grave muſt bow his hoaty head. 15 
Him, though the op' ning ſcenes my thoughts employ, | | 
Of t and raptures of immortal joy: | 
Yet him with deep affliction I condole, | 
And feel his anguiſh in my inmoſt ſoul,” | N 
With juſt rebuke the patriarch mild replies, 
In vain, my ſon, thy anxious terrors riſe. 
Think'ſt thou that change affects th' eternal will? 
Hath Cop once ſaid, and ſhall not he fulfil ? 
Revolving time muſt bring the dreadful day 
When heaven and earth diſſolv'd ſhall paſs away: 
At once the glorious univerſal flame _ 
Shall ſhrink like parchment crackling in the flame; 
Ruin o'er total nature ſhall prevail, | 
But not one tittle of his word can fail, 
Thee, the juſt heir of all my hopes to come, 
His goodneſs gave me from the barren womb ; 
Thee, the ſame goodneſs, ſacrific'd and lain, 
Can raiſe and quicken into life again, 
Or as the feed, though from the ſower's hand 
It dies and rots beneath the furrow'd land, 
Soon with new ſtrength reviv'd, eſſays to riſe, 
And ſeeks the genial influence of the {ſkies ;. 
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The rip'ning ears a rich abundance yield, 
And golden harveſts crown the ſmiling field. 
So from what here the hallow'd pile muſt burn, 
Ev'n from thy afhes ſleeping in their urn, 
A new corporeal ſyſtem he may frame, 
And re-inſpire the animating flame. 
Events to come, and fate by 60D deſign'd, 
'The counſels of his own omniſcient mind, 
Himſelf alone ſurveys ; but here we reſt, 
That what he wills muſt be, and muſt be beſt. 
*Tis his to man his pleaſure to diſplay : 
Ours to adore, to tremble, and obey. 
Yet, had it rather pleas'd the will divine 
To ſpare my Iſaac's life, and call for mine, 
In her own tenor to let nature run, 
Nor bid the fire ſurvive the ſlaughter'd ſon ; 
How had I then (my courſe all faithful found, 
My end by 60D's expreſs acceptance crown'd) 
How had I joy'd to hear his orders ſpoke ? 
Bow'd my old head ſubmiſſive to the ſtroke : 
In praiſe refign'd my laſt expiring breath, 
And met with tranſport the embrace of -death !” 
He ſaid, and both the ſacred rite prepare, 
And both pour out their ſouls in ardent pray'r, 
And humbly hope heaven's mightieſt aid to fiud, 
To wake each latent virtue in their mind.” 
And now the altar blaz'd, and now diſplay'd 
Abraham advanc'd aloft his glitt'ring blade, 
With ſtrenuous zeal repreſt his inward woe, 
And rais'd his trembling hand to ſtrike the blow : 
When 
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When lo! effulgent with amazing light, 
A form celeſtial ſtood before his ſight ; 
Leſs glorious ſhines,” his rapid race to run 
Forth iſſuing from his eaſtern goal, the ſun; 
The pattiarch gaz'd, nor ſpeech nor motion found, 
And dropt his lifted weapon to the ground. ; 
A ſweet regard the pitying angel ſhow'd, fl 
And thus his ſolemn words complacent flow'd : _ 4h 
« Sheath, Abraham, ſheath the ſword; in gracious part b | 
Accepts th* Almighty thy obedient heart, 8: 
For the full forfeit takes thy ſervice done, 
And freely gives thee thy devoted ſon. 
Now hear, thou faithful man, whilſt T unfeld 
Succeſſive ſcenes, illuſtrious to behold, 
Of fame to thee, and wond'rous love deſign'd, 
In thy diſtinguiſh'd race to human-kind. 
Try if thou canſt by numb'ring to explore 
All the looſe atoms on the ſandy ſhore; | 0 
Or upwards turn thy penetrating eye, 10 
And count the radiant ſpangles of the ſky : | 
Like theſe ſhall Iſaac's progeny outgo . 
What bounds or thought can reach or number ſhow. 0 
From his fam'd ſeed, as heaven its aid ſupplies, lt 
Shall ſtates be form'd, and mighty empires riſe, | 
And kings, ordain'd in future realms to ſhine, 
Shall boaſt their royal ſtock deriv'd from thine. 

But one fair branch 60D's larger love mult ſhare, 
His choſen people, his peculiar care : 
Himſelf confeſt, ſhall own their favor'd cauſe, 
ConduQt their counſels, and preſcribe their laws. 

Him- 
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Himſelf ſhall raiſe, inſpir'd with matchleſs might, 
In rule their judges, and their chiefs for fight. 
How oft' for them ſhall his fierce wrath confound 
The faithleſs nations gather'd all around! 
How oft” ſhall raiſe his wonder-working ſway, 
And turn old nature from her deſtin'd way, 
To cruſh whoe'er their conqu'ring arms withſtand, - 
And plant his people i in the promis'd land! 

Whilſt the vain world to impious rites reſign” " 
To luſts abandon'd, and to reaſon blind, 
Stray in the dark; to them, to them alone 
Shall heaven's pure will and genuine truth be known: 
Religion ſhall be theirs, her ſacred ray 
Shall wiſdom pour to guide them in the way. 
For this ſhall rev'rend ſeers, divinely taught, 
Gop's great deſigns impreſt upon their thought, 
From age to age his gradual word diſplay, 
And ſhed the chearful dawning of the day; _ 
Till in full light Mess1an's ſelf ſhall riſe, 
Sprung from thy ſeed, deſcending from the ſkies; 
Stupendous union! heaven and earth combin'd | I: 
Incarnate 60D, to reſcue loſt mankindi! 
With him, erſt fled from ſin's polluting ſtain, 
Shall ancient virtue viſit earth again; | 
Peace ſent from heaven ſhall bleſs the world —_ 
And like the ſpreading ſea ſhall knowledge flow. 
Mercy divine MESSIAH ſhall bring down 
To ſinful man, and mighty in renown 
Shall break hell's power and death's tyrannic chain, 
And end the long approach of Satan's reign,” ._. 

He 
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He ſaid : and inſtant, pleas'd whilſt they purſue 
The great ideas, vaniſh'd from their view; 
A thouſand thoughts their reas'ning powers controul, 


And deep amazement fills the lab'ring ſoul. 


Yet all they could to ſhew their juſt regard, 
A beaſt they bring, for ſacrifice prepar'd, 
And, his free grace with holy vows implor'd, 
Burn the vicarious victim to the LORD» 

' Then pond'ring all the wonders of the day, 
With hearts exulting, homeward bend their way. 


WRITTEN UNDER AN HOUR GLASS, 


IN A GROTTO NEAR THE SIDE OF A RIVER, 
BY THE REV. MR. GRAVES, 


HIS bubbling ſtream not uninſtructive flow:, 
Nor idly loiters to its diſtant main, 
Each flower it feeds that on its margin grows, 


And bids thee bluſh, whole days are ſpent in vain, 


Nor void of moral, tho' unheeded, glides 
Time's current ſtealing on with filent haſte ; 
For lo! each falling ſand his folly chides, 
Who lets one precious moment run to waſte, 
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ON THE WORKS OF CREATION. 


BY MRS, ROWE. 


EAUTY complete, and majeſty divine, 
In all thy works, ador'd Creator, ſhine, 
W here'er I caſt my wond'ring eyes around, 
The God I ſeek in every part is found, 7 
Purſuing thee, the flow'ry fields I trace, * 
And read thy name on every ire of graſs. #1 
I follow thee thro' many a lonely ſhade, | 
And find thee in the ſolitary glade. 

I meet thee in the kind refreſhing gale, Ui 
That gently paſles thro' the dewy vale. 2 
The pink, the jeſſ'min, and the purple roſe, 
Perfum'd by thee, their fragrant leaves diſcloſe. 
The feather'd choir that welcome in the ſpring, 
By thee were taught their various notes to ſing. 
By thee the morning in her crimſon veſt, 

And ornaments of golden clouds is dreſt. 

The ſun, in all his ſplendor, wears thy beams, 
And drinks in light from thy exhauſtleſs ſtreams. 
The moon reveals thee by her glimm'ring ray; 
Unnumber'd fars thy glorious paths diſplay. 
Amidſt the ſolemn darkneſs of the night, 

The thoughts of God my muſing ſoul delight, 
Thick ſhades and night thy dread pavilion form, 
In ſtate thou rid'ſt upon the flying ſtorm 
While thy ſtrong hand its fierceſt rage reſtrains, 
And holds the wild unmanag'd winds in reins, 


What 


[409-4 | 
What ſparklings of thy majeſty appear, Y 
When thro” the firmament ſwift lightnings glare 11066 
When peals of thunder fill the ſkies around, 4 


I hear thy voice in the tremendous ſound. _ } 
But, oh! how ſmall a part is known of thee, 

From all thy works immenſe variety ? 1 
Whatever mortal men perfection name, ö | 
Thou, in an infinite degree, doſt claim. 


And while I here thy fainteſt ſhadows trace, j 


I pine to ſee the glories of thy face; 

Where beauty in its never changing height, 

And uncreated excellence ſhines bright. 

When ſhall the heavenly ſcene, without controul, 
Open in dazzling triumph on my ſoul ? 

My powers with all their ardor ſhall adore, 

And languiſh for terreſtrial charms no more. 


ON A CLERGYMAN's GAMING AT 
BATH. 


ID Chriſt or his apoſtles ever play? 
Or did they rather chuſe to preach and pray? 
If you from them your ſacred power derive, 
From them take alſo holy rules to live; 
Declare yourſelf an enemy to vice, 
To things that give offence-=--to box and dice, 
If you love tables, Moſes will produce 
Tables more proper for a Levite's uſe, 
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SERIOUS THOUGHTS 
ON A LATE CORONATION, 


ROM finiſh'd prayer the flock diſpe;ſe apace, 
And each glad foot forſakes the dreary place; 

The hooded prebend plods along before, 
And the laſt verger claps the ſounding door. 
In thoughtful penſiveneſs I ſtray'd alone, 
In the dark temple, when they all were gone; 
No noiſe invades my ear, no murmuring breath, 
Not one low whiſper in the hall of death. 
No trampling ſound ſwims o'er the filent floor, 
But the flow clock, that counts the ſliding hour. 
Lead on, my muſe ! while trembling I eſſay 
Jo trace the footſtep thro? the cloiſter'd way. 
Caſt a thick veil about thy radiant head, 
And lead me thro' the dwellings of the dead. 
Where the ſtill banner, faded and decay'd, 
Nods pendent o'er its mould*ring maſter's head. 


Where love's transform'd to marble, angels mourn, 


And weeping cherubs ſeem to ſob in ſtone, 


To mount their thrones---here monarchs bend their 
Oe'r pavements where their predeceſſors lay. [way, 


O ſons of empire, who, in pompous hour, 
Attend to wear the cumb'rous robes of power, 
When ye proceed along the crouded way, 
Think, there's a ſecond viſit here to pay 
Now, purple pride, and ſhouting joy appears, 
Then, black proceſſions, and attending tears; 


And 
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And when in ſtate on buried kings ye tread, 

And ſwelling robes ſweep o'er th' unnotic'd dead, 
While, honor'd thus, ye caſt your eyes around, 
Think then, O think, ye tread on treach'rous ground, 
Tho' firm the chequer'd pavement ſeems to be, 

*T will ſurely open, and give way to thee ; 

And while the crouding lords addreſs you near, 

Th anointing prelate, and the kneeling peer; 
While with obſequious diligence they bow, 

And ſpread the careful honors o'er thy brow; 


While the high-rais'd ſpectators ſhout around, 


And the long iſles and vaulted roofs reſound ; 
Then ſnatch a ſudden thought, and turn thy head 


From the loud living to the ſilent dead. 


With careful eye the neighb'ring tombs ſurvey, 
Theſe will inſtruct thee better far than they; 
Thou from vaſt crouds thy preſent power may'ſt fee, 
But theſe inform thee what thou'rt ſure to be; 
Think theſe, like thee, were once ordain'd to wear 
Imperial robes, and fill the antique chair, 

One wore the weighty diadem, like thee 
Receiv'd the ſolemn kiſs and bended knee; 

Heard the ſame loud applauſes rend the ſky, 

And laſtly, think they dy'd, as thou muſt die. 
Like DAMOCLES thou ſit'ſt, a dangerous ſhow, 

His menace hung above, but thine below : 


The fate of all thy brother monarchs ſcan, 


And own, tho” ſtil'd a God, thou'rt {till a man. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMAS 
ROWE. 


BY MRS, ROWE, 


N what ſoft language ſhall my thoughts get free, 
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My dear Alexis, when I talk of thee ? , 
Ye muſes, graces, all ye gentle train R 
Of weeping loves, aſſiſt the penſive ſtrain ! v 
But why ſhould I implore your moving art? | 
*Tis but to ſpeak the dictates of my heart, 0 
And all that knew the charming youth will join 0 
Their friendly ſighs, and pious tears to mine: ; O: 
For all that knew his merit muſt confeſs, ö Bu 
In grief for him there can be no exceſs. N 

5 f ; i WI 
His ſoul was form'd to act each glorious part ; Fu 
Of life, unſtain'd with vanity, or art, Tu 
No thought within his gen'rous mind had birth, 5 F 
; , = ter 
But what he might have own'd to heaven and earth, WU 
5 | . a 2 5 Soft te 
Practis'd by him, each virtue grew more bright, A Lift 
And ſhone with more than its own native light, . As - 
Whatever noble warmth could recommend 4 
: 3 : E- Unh ; 
The juſt, the active, and the conſtant friend, a And 


Was all his own but oh! a dearer name, 
And ſofter ties my endleſs ſorrow claim ; 
Loſt in deſpair, diſtracted, and forlorn, 

The lover I, and tender huſband mourn. 
Whate'er to ſuch ſuperior worth was due, 

W hate'cr exceſs the fondeſt paſſion knew, 
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My prayers themſelves were thine, and only where 
Thou waſt concern'd, my virtue was ſincere, 
Whene'er I begg'd for bleſſings on thy head, 


I felt for thee, dear youth; my joy, my care, 


Nothing was cold, or formal, that I ſaid; 


My warmeſt vows to heaven were made for thee, 
And love ſtill mingled with my piety. 

O thou waſt all my glory, all my pride! 
Thro' life's uncertain paths, my conſtant guide: 
Regardleſs of the world, to gain thy praiſe, 
Was all that could my juſt ambition raiſe, 

Why has my heart this fond engagement known? 
Or why has heaven diſſolv'd the tie ſo ſoon ? 
Why was the charming youth ſo form'd to move? 
Or why was all my ſoul ſo turn'd for love ? 
But virtue here a vain defence had made, 
Where ſo much worth and eloquence could plead, 


For he could talk---'twas ecſtacy to hear, 


'T was joy, 'twas harmony to every ear! 
Eternal muſic dwelt upon his tongue, 

Soft and tranſporting as the muſe's ſong : 
Liſt'ning to him, my cares were charm'd to reſt, 
And love, and filent rapture fill'd my breaſt; 
Unheeded the gay moments took their flight, 
And time was only meaſur'd by delight, 

J hear the lov'd, the melting accents ſtil], 
And {till the kind, the tender tranſport feel: 
Again I ſee the ſprightly paſſions rite, 

And life and pleaſure ſparkle in his eyes. 
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My fancy paints him now with every grace, 
But, ah! the dear deluſion mocks my fond embrace: 
The ſmiling viſion takes its haſty flight, 
And ſcenes of horror ſwim before my ſight, 
Grief and deſpair in all their terrors riſe, 
A dying lover pale and gaſping lies ; 
Each diſmal circumſtance appears in view, 
The fatal object is for ever new : 
His anguiſh, with the quickeſt ſenſe I fee], 
And hear this ſad, this moving language ſtill. 

My deareſt wife] my laſt, my fondeſt care! 
Sure Heaven for thee will hear a dying prayer: 
Be thou the charge of ſacred providence, 
When I am gone, be that thy kind defence; 
Ten thouſand ſmiling bleſſings crown thy head, 
When I am cold, and number'd with the dead. 
Think on thy vows, be to my mem'ry juſt, 
My future fame and honor are thy truſt. 
From all engagements here I now am free, 
But that which keeps my ling'ring ſoul with thee, 
How much I love, thy bleeding heart can tell, 
Which does, like mine, the pangs of parting feel ; 
But haſte to meet me on thoſe happy plains, 
Where mighty love in endleſs triumph reigns. 

He ceas'd ; then gently yielded up his breath, 
And fell a blooming ſacrifice to death : 
But, oh! what words, what numbers can expreſs, 
What thought conceive the height of my diſtreſs ! 
Why did they tear me from thy breathleſs clay ? 
I ſhould have ſtaid, and wept my life away. 


: 
J Weoern®: Caen 5% Hes Hoa 
e e Cabs rel leg ee INES I at io ao ea oron enim 


So ne ln eons 
BER Iu 


„ 


5 = n rn l 6" 
e, e I COND WR IN T 
2; EL . e 


[ 249 J 


Yet, gentle ſhade, whether thou now doſt rove, 

Thro'ꝰ ſome bleſt vale, or ever-verdant grove z 

One moment liſten to my grief, and take 

The ſofteſt vows that conſtant love can make. 
For thee all thoughts of pleaſure I forego, 

For thee my tears ſhall never ceaſe to flow; 


For thee at once I from the world retire, 


To feed, in ſilent ſhades, a hopeleſs fire. 

My boſom all thy image ſhall retain, 

The full impreſſion there ſhall till remain. : 
As thou haſt taught my conſtant heart to prove 
The nobleſt height and elegance of love; 

That ſacred paſſion I to thee confine, 

My ſpotleſs faith ſhall be for ever thine, 


EPIGRAM on CANT, 1. III. * 


C THY NAME IS AS OINTMENT POURED FORTH," 


O BALMY name! O ſource of laſting joy! 
Dwell on theſe lips and every thought employ; 


Dwell on theſe lips!---no; onward ftill purſue, 


My soul, my BoDY, my WHOLE SELF renew. 
Saviour divine | I ſomething feel within, 

A heart of ſtone [---a heart made up of fin! 

A rebel heart, devoid of bluſhing ſhame, 
Which nought can ſoften but thy balmy name; 
O let that name, like precious ointment prove, 
Flow round my heart and melt it into love. 


THE 
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THE RESIGNATION. 


BY MRS, ROWE, 


I'S done! the darling idol J reſign, 

Unfit to ſhare a heart ſo juſtly thine; 
Nor can the heavenly call unwelcome be, 
That ſtill invites my ſoul more near to thee 
Thou doſt but take the dying lamps away, 
To bleſs me with thy own unmingled day. 
Ye ſhades, ye phantoms, and ye dreams, adieu! 
With ſmiles I now your parting glories view, 
I ſee the hand, I worſhip, TI adore, 
And juſtify the great diſpoſing power. 
Divine advantage! O immortal gain! 
Why ſhould my fond, ungrateful heart complain? 
W hate'er of beauty 1 in his ample round 
The ſun ſurveys, in thee is brighter found; 
Whate'er the ſkies, in all their ſplendid coſt, 
Their beamy pride, and majeſty can boaſt ; 
Whate'er the reſtleſs mind of man deſires ; 
Whate'er an angel's vaſter thought admires ; 
In thee tis found in its unchanging height, 
Thou firft great ſpring of beauty and delight! 
What have I loſt of excellent, or fair, ” 
Of kind, or good, that thou canſt not repair? 
What have [I loſt of truth or amity, 
But what deriv'd its gentle ſource from thee ? 

| | W hat 


C aun 1 | 1 


What is there here of excellence or grace, if 
Which one bright ſmile from thee would not efface? | 
At one kind look, one ſparkling glance of thine, | 
Created pride muſt languiſh and decline. | 
"Tis done, at laſt, the great deciding part 
The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haſt all my heart; 
It pants for joys which that can ne'er beſtow, 
And (preacs itſelf too wide for all below ; 1 
It leaves the vaſt creation far behind, | | 
And preſſes forward free and unconfin'd: | | 
: I ſee a boundleſs proſpect fill before, 
And dote upon my former joys no more; | | 
Celeſtial paſſions kindle in my ſoul, | 
And every low, inglorious thought controul, 
O come! ye ſacred guſts, ye pure delights, 
Ye heavenly ſounds, ye intellectual fights ; | | 
Ye gales of paradiſe that lull to ret, 
And fill with filent calms the peaceful breaſt ; | 
With you, tranſporting hopes, that boldly rife, ji 
And ſwell, in bliſsful torrents, to the ſkies ; |. 
That ſoar with angels on their ſplendid wings, | {i 
And fearch th' arcana of celeſtial things. | 
Here let me dwell, and bid the world adieu, 
And ſtill converſe, ye glorious ſcenes, with you. 
Keep far away, forever far from hence, | 
Ye gaudy ſhews, and flatt'ring ſnares of ſenſe : 
Ye gay varieties on earth, adieu! 
However ſoft, and pleaſing to the view: 
And all ye dazzling wonders of the ſkies, 
Ev'n you my now aſpiring thoughts deſpiſe; 


No 
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No more your blandiſhments my heart detain, 
Beauty and pleaſure make their court in vain; 
Objects divine and infinite in view, 
Seize all my powers, ye fading toys, from you. 
*Tis finiſh'd now, the great deciding part | 


The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haſt all my heart; 


It triumphs in the change, it fixes here, 

Nor needs another ſeparation fear. 

No fatal chance thro” endleſs years ſhall riſe, 
The feries of my pleaſures to ſurpriſe; 

No various ſcenes to come, no change of place, 
Shall e'cr thy image from my ſoul efface ; 

Nor life, nor death, nor diſtant height above, 
Nor depths below, ſhall part me from thy love, 


THE STATE OF OLD AGE. 


1 ſeas are quiet when the winds give o'er, 
So calm are we when paſſions rage no more; 
Clouds of affection from our younger eyes, 
Conceals that emptineſs which time deſcries. 

The ſoul's dark cottage, batter'd and decay'd, 
Lets in new light thro' chinks that time has made. 
Stronger by weakneſs wiſer men become, 

As they draw nearer to their lateſt home. 

Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view, 
Who ſtand upon the threſhold of the new. 
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CHAP. VII. OF JOB, PARAPHRASED. 
BY THE Lam len, bans BOYSE. 


AS not kind heaven, regarding human woe, 
Set a fix'd period to our race below ? 
Known to th' All-wiſe is our uncertain ſtay, 
And we, like hirelings, toil but by the day: 
Then when the buſy tedious dream is o'er, 
We ſink into the grave, and are no more. 
And is then death our ſlumber? our repoſe ? 
Oh! when ſhall death JoB's weary'd eye-lids cloſe ! 
As with deſiring eyes the harraſs'd ſwain 
Expects the evening-ſhade to quit the plain; 
So with impatience to the grave I bend, 
And long to ſee my numerous ſorrows end : 
For cruſh'd, o LORD! beneath thy powerful arm, 
What balm can cure my griefs ? what muſic charm ? 
While in a thouſand ſhapes thy wrath I know, 
And feel a ſtrange variety of woe | 
When will my long protracted troubles ceaſe ? 
And this tormented ſufferer be at peace 


Each ling'ring night in agonies I lie, 


And oft I wiſh, but with in vain, to die; 
In ſilent woe I lengthen out the night, 
Then curſe the gloom, and wait the dawning light : 
The dawning light returns---but not to me, 
And all but I its kindly aſpect ſee: 

| To 


LC i 4 
To me no friendly ſeaſons e'er return, 
Nor gives the evening eaſe, nor joy the morn, 
With-hold at length thy wrath, and ſet me free, 
For what is JoB, O God! to ſtrive with thee ? 
Than thought more ſwift my fleeting moments pals ; 
Conſum'd, I wither as the fading graſs, 
Remember, LoRD, my tranſient life, like wind, 
Blows off unſeen, nor leaves a trace behind: 
Short as it is, why is it then oppreſt, 
Curſt by that Being who once made it bleſt ? 
Oh cloſe the ſcene---and let my ſorrows ceaſe, 
Diſſolve the chain, and frown me into peace | 
Each evening yields the ſun to ſable night, 
But every morn returns again as bright ; 
Within earth's lap the yearly feed is thrown, 
And nature's bounteous hand repays the loan : 
But man within the grave for ever lies, 
Till nature's death permitted not to riſe ; 
Till then forbid the fainteſt glimpſe of day, 
Or re-aſcend the long forgotten way ; 
No more indulg'd to fee the chearful light, 
Or ſweet viciſſitudes of day and night: 
Here look, vain men, and human greatneſs ſee, 
Duſt once ye were, and duſt again muſt be! 
Oh! why ſhould tortur'd jos his ſighs refrain? 
Or ſuffering thus, why ſhould he not complain ? 
Allow him proſtrate then to aſk his God, 
Why thus thou break'ſt this animated clod ? 
Why watcheſt thou my ſteps ſeverely juſt ? 
And while I bend me groaning to the duſt, 


1 For- 


( 23 1] 
Forbid'ſt me one ſhort interval of reſt, 
And emptieſt all thy quiver in my breaſt | 
In vain for reſt I to my couch repair, 
And hope in ſleep to diſſipate my care; 
For there in awful viſions I behold = 
My terrors heighten'd, and my hopes controul'd: 
How can I then this wretched life ſuſtain, 
When ſleep, death's image, but augments my pain ? 
Oft when alone, and in the ev'ning ſhade, 
I call for death but call in vain for aid: 
For thou unmov'd ſtill lengthen'ſt out my pains, 
And whom thy wrath torments, thy power ſuſtains, 
Oh finiſh, gracious Lord! th' unequal ſtrife, 
And I to buy my peace will quit my life, 
What did I ſay of life ?---that galling chain! 
By thee afflicted, what is life but pain ? 
I would not live, nor bear the dreadful load ; 
I ſink, I faint, beneath thy chaſt'ning rod! 
Oh ceaſe to urge what nature cannot bear 
Nor fill me thus with anguiſh and deſpair; 
Withdraw thy cruel all-ſupporting power ! 
And lo! I periſh in that gracious hour! 
Then humbly in thy fight I lay me down, 
At once thy juſtice and my crimes I own, 
To thee for mercy and relief I come ; 
Oh take this late repenting rebel home. 
Oh let thy pity eaſe and ſet me free, 
And give me in deſtruction reſt to ſee : 
So ſhall the voice of my complaining ceaſe, 
And joe's laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee for his pezce, 
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BT THE SAME. 


HUS jos began Curſt be the fatal morn, f 
In which diſtinguiſh'd wretchedneſs was born! 


From the fair round of the revolving year 
Periſh that day ! nor let the night appear, 
In which this wretched being firſt began 
To ſwell to miſery and promiſe man! 
Let darkneſs ſtain it o'er, no friendly ray 
Pierce thro? the gloom of that accurſed day |! 
But ſhades of terror o'er its circuit ſpread, 
And fold it in the mantle of the dead! 
May all its ſtars with rays diminiſh'd ſhow, 
And thro the duſky air obſcurely glow ! 
No glimpſe of hope the dreadful ſcene adorn, 
Nor let it ſee the promiſe of a morn !— 
Becauſe it ſhut not up my mother's womb, 
Nor join'd at once my cradle and my tomb: 
Why dy'd I not? why did preventive care 
My deſtin'd life for future ſorrows ſpare ? 
Then had I found that eaſe I ſeek in vain, 
Nor known this load of unexampled pain |! 
O grave! thou refuge of the ſoul diftreſt ! 
When ſhall I fink into thy downy reſt ? 


There kings and mighty ones neglected rot, - 


In their own mould'ring monuments forgot : 


CHAP. III. OF JOB, TRANSLATED. 
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(Tho' once of grandeur and of power poſſeſt, 
And all the treaſures of the ſhining Eaſt) 
There near th? oppretior ſleeps th? oppreſs'd in peace, 
And there the pris'ner's cries for ever ceaſe, 

Levell'd by death, the victor and the ſlave 

Lie mix'd and undiſtinguiſh'd in the grave. 

The wicked there no more the juſt moleſt, 

And there the weary find eternal reſt! 

Why ſpareſt thou, o LORD] a life like mine? 
While with inceſſant prayers for death I pine: 
Why is that bleſſing given to wealth and pride, 
But to the wretch diſtreſs'd like me, deny'd ? 
While o'er my head thy awful terrors brood, | 
Beſet my path, and mingle with my food. 


| In vain my cries and groans continual riſe, 


In vain my tears I pour, and waſte my ſighs !. 
While yet I knew the ſofteſt hours of eaſe, 
My ill-preſaging thoughts diſturb'd my peace; 
And now the ſtorm that at a diſtance lowr'd, 
On me has its collected vengeance pour'd. 


EPITAPH 
ON A YOUNG LADY. 


ARK how, ere eve, the morning honors fade! 
What ſtood in glory, fee in ruins laid! 


g By birth we die: our fate we draw with breath, 


And life beginning teems with ſecds of death. 
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DAVID's LAMENTATION OVER SAUL 
AND JONATHAN. 


II 93 I, XIX, 


HY WY Ifrael, and thy r mourn |! 
They” re vaniſh'd, never, never to return! 
Ah! who in feeble mortals ſtrength would truſt, 
W hoſe glory is fo near ally'd to duſt ? 
Ot tell it not in Gath's triumphant gate, 
Nor Iſrael's ſhame in Aſkelon relate, 
Leſt proud Philiſtia ſhould inſulting cry, 
Where's now the boaſted Ruler of the ſky ? 
O fatal Gilboa, where my friend was ſlain, 
No dew on thee deſcend, no kindly rain! 
No corn nor wine thy blaſted mountains yield; 
For there was loſt the choſen warrior's ſhield, 
The ſhield of savuL ! profan'd his ſacred head, 
The monarch blended with tlie vulgar dead ! 
How did thy ſhafts through battle's dread array, 
O JONATHAN, unerring urge their way | 
By sAur's deſtroying {word what armies fell, 
Let Ammon's ſons, and vanquiſh'd Nahaſh tel!, 
O moſt majeſtic, all-accompliſh'd pair, 
Of peace the wonder, and. the pride of war, 
Lovely in life, in death too near ally'd ! 5% 

With his bold fire the blooming hero dy'd | [ 
Mourn, all ye matrons, all ye virgins, mourn; 
Your flow'ry wreaths to cypreſs garlands turn; 
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Your much lov'd king with grateful tears deplore 
Let rich Sidonian robes delight no more, 
For SAUL who gave them, gen'rous SAUL is loſt ; 
Dead are your heroes, periſh'd Iſrael's boaſt ! 

How are the mighty falln ! their ſtrength how vain! 
0 JONATHAN, O friend untimely flain ! 
Weak are all words, how ſhall I thee commend, 
My more than brother, and my more than friend! 
My life, my JONATHAN! and muſt we part? 
Ah! who can ſpeak this bitterneſs of heart ? 
Sore, fore within me is my ſoul diftreſs'd ; 
Thine image bleeds for ever in my breaſt, 
With fond remembrance, whilſt my thoughts o'erflow, 
And friendſhip paſt ſurvives i in preſent woe: 
That friendſhip which once breath'd celeſtial fire, 
More pure than woman's love and ſoft defire, 
How are the mighty fall'n, their fate deplore ! 
Thy ſword and ſhield, O Iſrael, are no more! 
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& N. INN UNIT 
DESIGNED FOR THE STATUE OF EDWARD THE 
' SIXTH, IN ST, THOMAS'S HOSPITAL, 


N Edward's brow no laurels caſt a ſhade, 

Nor at his feet are warlike ſpoils diſplay'd; 
Yet here, ſince firſt his bounty rais'd the pile, 
The lame grow active, and the languid ſmile : 
See this, ye chiefs, and, ſtruck with envy, pine, 
To kill is brutal, but to fave, divine, 
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PSALM CXXXVII. PARAPHRASED. 


HERE the fair ſtreams of fam'd Euphrates 
And make the vales of Babylonia gay, [ſtray, 

On the green borders of the ſilver flood, 

Judea's exil'd mournful children ſtood : 

A penſive land, oppreſt with grief ſevere, 

For Zion's fate they ſhed the frequent tear ; 

Their ſilent harps, ſo tuneful late, unſtrung, 

High on the branches of the willows hung; 

When lo! their enemies demand the ſtrains 

That erſt reſounded ſweet on Judah's plains. 

How ſhall theſe ſongs, Jehovah, fovereign king! 
In this ſtrange clime thy captive people fing ? 
Let my right hand forget the note to play, 

Let wy mute tongue forget to tune the lay, 

If e'er my thought neglectful, faithleſs, roves 
From thee, O Salem ! and thy ſacred groves : 
But, mighty Lord! remember thou their ſeed 
Who bade thy city mourn, thy people bleed ! 
Shall not ere long proud Babel's turrets fall, 
And in her ſtreets the noiſome reptiles crawl : 
Her haughty warriors pale and breathleſs lie, 
Daſh'd on the ſtones her helpleſs infants die; 
The woes we ſuffer be to her repaid, 


And all her glory ſunk in everlaſting made! 
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JON A H. A POEM 
BY MR. JOSEPH MITCHELL, 


N early times, well known to public fame, 
A city flouriſh'd----=NINEVEH by name; 
Firſt built and peopled by Aſſyrian bands, 
Who ſpread their conqueſts o'er the eaſtern lands. 
But, ah! how baſely men dominion uſe, 
And providence's liberal gifts abuſe ! 
W hat dire effects from eaſe and plenty flow! 
And to what heights does vice, unpuniſh'd, grow! 


Luft, rapine, blood, idolatry and ſtrife, 


(The ſure attendants of luxurious life) 
Like floods, unbounded, pour'd their forces in, 
And NINEVEH was delug'd o'er with ſin, 
W hat foreign foes could not by force obtain, 
Thro' many a long and hazardous campaign, 
Was balely yielded by themſelves in peace, 
As they grew more effeminate by eaſe, 
Now, loling ſenſe of honor and of fame, 
They reign in vice, and triumph in their ſhame ; 
Like ſavage brutes ungovern'd, wanton rove, 
And act whate'er their fancies moſt approve, 
Here, adoration to the ſtones is paid; 
There, guilty lovers in the ſtreets are laid: 
Riot and death in every corner reign, 
And the whole city turn'd a horrid ſcene, 
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Now, nigh an end appears the day of grace, 
And judgment ripens to deſtroy the place; 
On wings of wind, the miniſters of wrath 
Equip themſelves, to ſcatter gen'ral death ; 
When ſoothing mercy thus, for patience cry'd, 
* Muſt NINEVEH be then at once deſtroy'd ? 
True; ſhe has ſinn'd, and merits dreadful woe; 
© But, does heaven always treat offenders ſo ? 
© Perhaps, were they inſtructed in thy law, 
© They'd ſerve thee better, and ſtand more in awe ! 
Or, were they warn'd, before the woe is ſent, 
© They'd hear thy voice, and as they hear, repent, 
O let thy goodneſs ſtill its ſway maintain, 
c And prove the kindneſs of th* Almighty's reign,” 
Th' Almighty hearken'd with a gracious ear, 
And had regard to the prevailing, prayer; 
By it o'ercome, aſide his wrath he laid, 
And, full of pity, threat'ning angels ſtaid. 
Then ſoon to Jonah, old Amittai's fon, _ 
In Judah's land, was God's commiſſion known, 
« Haſte, prophet, haſte to Nineveh the great, 
And warn the people of approaching fate; 
© Tell them from me, that ere the night and day 
Twice twenty times, by turns, aſſert their ſway; 
Their boaſted numbers, to deſtruction doom'd, 
Shall ſudden be, like Sodom's ſons, conſum'd; 
£ Unleſs by ſpeedy penitence and prayer, 
+ They gain admittance to my gracious ear,” 
The prophet's mind a ſudden terror fill'd, 
And, thro' his veins, a trembling horror thrill'd; 
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O'er all his vitals dire confuſion hung, 


And falt'ring accents die upon his tongue. 
His limbs turn feeble, hairs as briſtles riſe, _ 
Pale grows his face, and darkneſs ftrikes his eyes, 
This way and that he turns his thoughtful mind, 


| Now loves, now lights, the purpoſe he deſign'd. 


Sometimes reſolves his meſlage to perform ; 
Sometimes he dreads to plunge in ſuch a ſtorm, 
Penſive in doubt his wayward mind remains, 
Till flaviſh fear the government obtains, - 

The daſtard paſſion drives him blindly on, 


Till ſenſe of ſhame and gratitude was gone. 


Lo ! he diſtracted now attempts to fly, 
And hide himſelf from the omniſcient eye. 
Vain man!] to think there was a diſtant land 


Beyond the reach of an almighty hand: 


Or he who knows the inward heart of man, 
Does weigh each word, and every action ſcan, 
Could not purſue the ſinner where he goes, 
And overtake him with avenging woes. 

In th' utmoſt coaſts of Judah is a ſcene, 
Where Taurus” cliffs o'erlook the ſpacious main, 
That Dan's bleſs'd offspring in their portion got, - 


When Jacob's race did Canaan ſhare by lot. 


Hither the flying prophet came and found, 
E'en to his wiſh, a ſhip for Tarſhiſh bound ; 
Diſtruſting heaven, ſought ſafety from the ſea, 
And hop'd to *icape the dangerous Nineveh. 
The paſſage hir'd, the ſhouting fellow-train 


Their canvas ſpread, and launch into the main. 
R 4 Aſſiſted 
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Aſſiſted by a gentle gale of wind, 
They ſkim the deep, and hope the port affign - d. 
Then from his high empyreal abode, 
In ſtorms and tempeſts down Jehovah rode. 
A dark pavilion o'er the deep he ſpread, 


And, from the awful gloom, he threat'ning ſaid: 


© Does rebel Jonah try t' elude my ſight, 
Or ward my vengeance by his ſpeedy flight? 


© Tho” from the land where I am known he flies, 


Hopes he to flee from my omniſcient eyes ? 

© And were he ſafely landed on the ſhore, 
Could Tarſus hide him from avenging power: 
© But ſoon as I confound the ſpacious main. 
© He'll know that univerſal is my reign.” 

He ſaid, and ſudden from their noiſy cave, 
Th' impriſon'd winds in haſty tumalt rave, 
Dread hurricanes and raging tempeſts riſe, 
Embroil the deep, and daſh the diſtant ſkies. 
A gloom of clouds the face of day o'erſpreads, 
And wild confuſion fills the oozy beds. 

Now Alps of water bears the veſſel high; 
Then buried in th' abyſs ſhe ſeems to lie. 
'The fails are torn, the ropes aſunder break, 
The ſides are bruis'd, and ſlipp'ry is the deck, 
A ghaſtly paleneſs in each face appears, 

And death portended, aggravates their fears. 
To their deaf gods the ſailors turn their eyes, 
And tell their caſe in diſregarded cries. 


Some on their knees old Ocean's grace implore, 


And, to appeaſe him, ſacrifice their ſtore, 
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To Leda's ſons ſome tell their mournful tals; 
And ſome with Jove endeavor to prevail. 
Like Baalam's prieſts, they cry aloud in vain, 
No fanſy'd god or knew, or cur'd their pain, 
Relentleſs juſtice heightens {till the ſtorm, 
And ruin ſtares in every frightful form, 

But Jonah, harden'd in his dire offence, 
And thoughtleſs of the turn of providence 
Altho' the cauſe of all the threaten'd woe, 
Retir'd alone, and hid himſelf below. 

Aſleep, or ſtunn'd, no dangers could awake 
His ſenſeleſs mind, *till thus the maſter ſpake: 
Thou ſluggard, who amidſt our common woes 


© Canſt thus, unmov'd, thyſelf to death expoſe ; 


What art thou? Where are all thy ſenſes gone? 
Haſt thou no God? Or know'ſt thou there is one? 
Shake off thy ſlumber, and deyoutly ſue 
For common ſafety to thyſelf and crew. 
Perhaps thy guardian, for thy ſake, may ſend 
Relief to thee, that may us all befriend.” 
Mean while the ſailors hold a long debate 
About the cauſe of their impending fate. 
One reckons murder is the fatal ſpring ; 
Another treaſon *gainſt the ſtate or king. 
But all agreed ſome impious wretch was there, 
On whoſe account the gods were ſo ſevere : 
And all reſolv'd to find him out by lot, 
Whoe'er he was, or whatſoe'er his fault. 
Now one by one their trembling hands advance! p: 
Each ſore afraid the lot ſhould prove his chance. 
- Hack 


Each looks with terror on his actions paſt, J 
And, at the thoughts of dying, ſtands aghaſt. 
Each thought the tempeſt for his crimes was ſent, 
And all look'd pale about the dire event. 

Vain were their fears ; for Jonah was to come, 
Jonah! the cauſe, the fubject of the doom. 

The trembling wretch no ſooner ſhook the urn, 

Than all their eyes on him, the guilty, turn. 
All curious, prefs to learn from whence he came, 
What his condition was, and what his name. 
Conſcious'of ill, he feels an inward ſmart, 
And fad diftraction rages in his heart. 
His outward form declares his ſecret pain, 
For looks the language of the ſoul explain. 

O, eaſy taſk for men to murder fame 


But who can ſtifle his own fenfe of ſhame ? : 
The wretch that to an abject ſtate is thrown, g 
Than mankind's favor, loſes more his own. 5 
There is a judge in every human breaſt, | 
The fource of conſtant trouble, or cf reſt, ; 
This inmate friend, or foe, will ſtill appear, {| 5 
And 'reſt the finner in his mad career: | 1 4 
Swiſter than wind it flies where'er he goes, 5 0 
And bears along a train of cutting woes. : 
No crime ſo ſecret, but it ponders well, : 4 
And reprehends with an interior hell. . 


This gueſt, unſeen, now dreadfully appears, 
Jo hollow © Rebel”? thro? the prophet's ears. 
Prompted by this, he frank confeſſion made, 
And, after ſilence was commanded, faid 
= | _©*T would 
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© *T would be in vain for me, with ſly deceit, - 
© To plead not guilty, and my cauſe debate. 
He, whom the jarring elements obey, 
Who governs all things with deſpotic ſway, 
© To whom all nature's open at a view, 


Would ſoon my crime, as now he does, purſue. - 


© Favor'd as others of that choſen race, 
© The ſeed of Jacob, objects of his grace 


1 My lot was caſt in Judah's pleaſant land, 


© Where join'd I was to a diſtinguiſh'd band, 
© That knows God's mind, and bears his highcom- 
© mand, - | 
© Long had I dwelt in Sion's holy hill, 


© And propheſy'd to men my maſter's will. 


When, by commiſſion, I was charg'd to go, 
And warn th' Aſſyrians of approaching woe; 
Vet, much diftruſting providential care, 
I rather choſe to fly, than periſh there. 
© Unthinking wretch! to diſobey my God, 
Since fad deſtruction waits his awful nod; 
And they who fin againſt the cleareſt light, 
Provoke him moſt t' exert his vengeful might, 
5 Now here I ſtand an object of his wrath, 
And, for my ſake, you're all expos'd to death. 
* Ye charge the horrors of the deep in vain, 
And, to deaf idol deities, complain. 
His word, that turn'd theſe wat'ry worlds to flame, 
5 That flame to tempeſt, can the tempeſt tame.” 
The ſailors now with this account amaz'd, 


All trembling ſtood, and on each other gaz'd. 
| A deadly 
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A deadly cold ran ſhiv ring through their hearts, 
Thrill'd in their veins, and froze their inward parts. 
All, for the prophet, utmoſt pity ſhow'd, 

And, as they could, the ſinking veſſel row'd. 

But winds rage furious, ſwelling billows roar, 
Clouds claſh with clouds, and lightnings play the more. 
All nature wore confuſion in her face, 

And ſeem'd as joſtled from her proper place. 


No hopes were loſt, and all eſſays thought vain, | 


To Jonah thus the ſailors turn again . 
< Since by thy fault (as thou didſt now confeſs) 
We labor, helpleſs, in this ſad diſtreſs, 
© Tell, if thou know'ft th' Almighty's ſov'reign will, 
© How we may beſt the raging tempeſt ſtill ; 
What means are needful to appeaſe his wrath, 
And fave ourſelves, if paſſible, from death.“ 
The prophet, trembling, made a faint reply; 
< T” atone. for guilt, the guilty ſoul muſt die. 
© For me alone hath happen'd all this woe; 
© The ſtorm is mine, not your avenging foe, 
Make haſte to plunge me in the ſwelling deep, 
And all your cares, and all the winds ſhall ſleep, 
© Soon as the ſhip of ſuch a weight is eas'd, 
A calm ſhall ſpread, and juſtice be appeas'd,” 
Again, the pitying ſailors ply'd their oars, 
With ſkill and ſtrength to reach the Tarſian ſhores. 
But ceas'd, at length, t' employ a fruitleſs care, 
And thus to heaven addreſs'd their pious prayer: 
O pow'rful Being! of all Gods the beſt 
© Regard, we pray, regard our fad requeſt, 
5 | Thou 
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© Thou know'ſt we thirſt not for thy ſervant's life, 

© Nor are we prompted by revengeful ſtrife; 

© We covet not the riches he enjoys, 

© Nor is his death our pleaſure, but his choice. 

© Thee, by his crimes, he has enrag'd, and now 
Thy juſtice threatens to infli the blow. 

We inſtruments are only in thy hand, 

© To execute what juſtice does demand. 

IT Then from the guilt of blood, thy ſuppliants ſave, 
Nor ſatisfaction in thy fury crave,” | 

With ſtrange reluctance the obedient crew, 
Into the deep the rebel Jonah threw. 

Lo! he deſcends; and o'er his deſtin'd head 

The waters cloſe---he's number'd with the dead. 
O, ſudden change] the ſea is all ſerene, 

And gladneſs in each countenance is ſeen, 

All ſeize their oars, and, with elated minds, 

To urge their haſte, invite the willing winds : 

The willing winds the ſpreading fail ſupply, 

While from each fide the yielding waters fly. 

Upon the tide the wanton dolphins play, 

And fair in ſight appears the Tarſian bay. 

Now ſtruck with wonder, all the ſailors raiſe 
Their grateful voices to th* Almighty's praiſe: 
Are taught with humble reverence to view 
His wond'rous work, and to his wiſdom bow. 
No more they vainly pious tribute bring 
To their falſe gods, but to th' eternal King. 
Him they adore, and beg his friendly hand, 

To guide 'em ſafe to the long-wiſh'd-for land. 
| | But 
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But Jonah, whom of late no ſhip could fave, | 
By care divine, reſts in a living grave, _ 
With ardent ſoul to heaven for help he pray'd, 
And heaven, in pity, ſent him ſpeedy aid. 
The word was giv'n, and ſoon the ſcaly herd 
Forgot their hunger, and the prey rever'd. 
Proud to attend the ſtranger, all draw near, 
Till their huge king, Leviathan, appear, 
That, as a mountain of enormous ſize, 


Confounds the deep, and layes the, diſtant Kies; 


O'er finny ſhoals maintains deſpotic reign, 

And rolls in ſtate thro' the capacious main. 

As yawns an earthquake, he, at God's command, 
Strange to relate ! does his large jaws expand; 
Diſcloſe the hideous cavern of his womb, 

And there, alive, the trembling ſeer entomb. 

Now ſafe within the monſtrous whale he lies, 
And all the force of winds and waves defies, 
Where light neer enter'd, now he draws his breath, 
And glides ſerene thro' liquid paths of death, 

Yet, whilſt our prophet is in priſon hurl'd 


Thro' all the lab'rinths of the wat'ry world, 


By powerful faith he overcomes deſpair, 
And, as from hell, puts up this-pious prayer; 
To thee, my God, enthron'd above the ſky, 


From diſmal caverns of the deep I cry. 1 2 
Amidſt the horrors of this dreadful os Tr 


] hope for mercy, and implore thy grace. 

While thou canſt pardon, tho' thou look'ſt ſevere, 

There's room for hope, as well as anxious fear. 
Why 
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© Why ſhould I, helpleſs, in my ſhip-wreck, moum,. 


© Since faith a judge can to a Saviour turn? 

& Tho' Pm confin'd in caverns of the main, 

« Amidſt my woes, I'll faith and hope maintain. 

Thou, who canſt ſhake the centre, canſt controul 

< The rebel powers of my tumultuous ſoul; 

< Reftrain the wild diforder of my blood, 

And ſave me from the dangers of the flood,” | 
The prophet's ſuit, with faith and fervor join'd, 


Soon reach'd the throne, and ſooth'd th' Almighty's 


mind. 

Now thro? th? abyſs the reſtleſs monſter roam'd, 
And, flound'ring high, anew the billows foam'd.. 
In ſpite of nature's ſtrong and common laws, 

He's forced to expand his wide-devouring jaws, 

And vomit forth, at the divine command, 

Unhurt, the wond'ring prophet on the land. 
Thrice had the ſun his daily race renew'd, 

E're Jonah, ſafe, his fellow creatures view'd. 

A type of that far greater bliſs to come, 

When man's Redeemer, buried in a tomb, 

Should ride victorious o'er infernal powers, 

Lead captive death, and break his priſon doors! 

What can't th' almighty power of God perform? 
His word can raiſe, and ſudden calm a ſtorm. 
The elements from nat'ral jars he keeps, 
And makes unfrozen billows ſtand in heaps. 
The dreadful monſters that infeſt the main 

Are all obſequious ſubjects of his reign. 
| | His 
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His word can fruſtrate hell's pernicious ends, 
And, out of cruel foes, make kind protecting friends, 
Wet on the ſhore the wond'ring Jonah lay, 
When ſoon from heaven a voice forbid his ſtay : 
< Haſte, prophet, haſte to Nineveh the great, 
© And warn the people of impending fate ; 
Let thy experience teach, that *twould be vain 
© For thee, unpuniſh'd, to revolt again.” 
Now Jonah, fearing God's diſpleaſure more 
Than he had done the wrath of men before, 
To Nineveh directs his ſpeedy pace, 
Nor ſtopp'd, till he had reach'd th' appointed place. 
A place ſo ſpacious, that the circling ſun, run. 
Ere it was travell'd round, might thrice his journey 
Aurora now had juſt begun to gild 
The bluſhing ſkies, and animate the field, 
When Jonah enters at the opening gates, 
Nor for a crouded auditory waits; | 
But, breaking ſilence, boldly thus begins 
To threaten judgments for their crying ſins : 
© Attend, ye deſtin'd citizens, and hear 
© The dreadful meſſage I, a prophet, bear. 
To you I'm ſent by the ſupreme command, 
Of him, whoſe ſceptre governs ſea and land; 
* Whoſe ſteady balance does the mountains ſway, 
_ © Whoſe rein the wild voracious beaſts obey ; 
Around whoſe throne, array'd in heavenly ſtate, 
© Myriads of angels for their orders wait, 
© In flaming fire, as on the wings of wind, 
To puniſh all who with preſumption ſinn'd. 
- CT BUS, 
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t Thus, o'er Gomorrah, ripe for weighty wrath, 
At one dread nod, he ſpread a gen'ral death. 
And now, ere yonder globe of radiant light 
© Twice twenty times diſpels the ſhades of night, 
Great Nineveh, whoſe crimes for vengeance cry, 
© In ruinous heaps, Gomorrah like, ſhall lie. 
C Impartial juſtice, with a hand ſevere, 
No age, no ſex, no quality will ſpare. 
© Riches and power ſhall prove a weak defence 
* Againſt the bolts of God's omnipotence.” 

As boldly thus the prophet cry'd aloud, 
The ſtreets were thronged with the lining croud. + . 
All forts of people preſs his words to hear, [ fear. 
And, conſcious of theirguilt, the threaten'd vengeance 

But who the pain the deſtin'd wretches feel, 
Without a ſorrow, like their own, can tell ? 
Uproar and noiſe the populous city fill'd, 
And, thro' all veins, a trembling horror thrill'd. 
Some rave with madneſs, and confirm'd deſpair, | | 
Beat their ſwoln breaſts, and tear their flowing hair; 
Whilſt others draw in ſtill-born ſounds their breath, 
And ſhiver at the fearful thoughts of death, 
All earneſt turn to heaven their melting eyes, 
And plead for mercy with united cries. 
Diſtinctions vaniſh in the common woe; ; 
All have deſerv'd, and ſtrive to ward, the blow. U 


The king himſelf, the monarch of the eaſt, 4 
Of higheſt pomp and luxury poſſeſt, U 
Whoſe conquering arms, to diſtant nations ſpread, | 7 
Make princes ſlaves, and fill the world with dread ; | } 

8 Soon | 


1 


Soon as the fatal tidings reach'd his ears, 
Begins to think, and ſtoops to humble fears, 
No more his gilded royalty diſplays, 
But, clad in ſackcloth, moſt devoutly prays, 
Low on the ground he proſtrate made his bed, 
Conven'd his council, and with haſte decreed, 
© That all his people inſtantly ſhould bend 
© Before th' Almighty, and their lives amend, 
© No more in ways of error looſely rove, 
© But converts to the rules of virtue prove; 
© Inſtead of mirth, with a ſincere deſign, 
Make public vows t atone the wrath divine; 
For many days, nor man, nor beaſt ſhould taſte 
© Their common fare, but keep a ſolemn faſt; 
The coſtly robes to rags of ſackcloth turn, 
© And know no pleaſure, but repent and mourn 
That heaven, perhaps, might ſhew a gentle face, 
And juſtice yield to mercy's milder grace.“ 
Now Nineveh another ſcene appears; 
Where laughter reign'd, behold a flood of tears! 
Afflicted all, with penal ſackcloth clad, 
In aſhes, proſtrate on the ground, are laid. 
'The ſtubborn minds that never bow'd before, 
With earneſt vows th* Almighty's grace implore. 
They change their thoughts, theircrookedways amend, 
And. humbly ſtrive to make their judge their friend; 
Puſh the laſt effort to revoke their doom, 
And ſtop the judgments now foretold to come. 
Mean while the prophet leaves the humbled town, 


And waits for God to pour his vengeance down. 
Alone 
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Alone he wanders, muſing in the fields, 
And on a hill, a fimple lodging builds. 
Impatient, oft he turns his gazing eyes 
To Nineveh, the hideous ſcene of vice. 
Sometimes he looks for ruin from the winds; 
Sometimes from angels (thoſe celeſtial minds, 
That round the throne of the Eternal wait, 
To bear ſalvation, or vindictive fate.) 
But vain his anxious hopes ! to ſee the doom, 


His fate foretold was juſt prepar'd to come. 


For now' the cries of Nineveh for peace, 
Prevail with heaven, and gain Jehovah's grace, 
Mercy, ſcarce govern'd by eternal laws, 
Exerts its force, and triumphs in their cauſe, 
So ſweet its air, ſo melting are its charms, 
It oft with eaſe omnipotence diſarms; 8 
Changes his thoughts, his angry brow unbends, 
And of a foe, can make tlie beſt of friends. 
The prophet, as affronted, inly mourn'd, 
His eyes with fire, his breaſt with fury burn'd. 
Honor, a bubble which he vainly ſought, 
He fear'd would break, and he be ſet at nought. 
Now diſcompos'd by over anxious care, 
To heaven he thus addreſt his haſty prayer: 
© Had I not reaſon from thy face to fly, 
© And chuſe, than be affronted thus, to die? 
© Did I not know thou would'ſt too ſoon repent, 
And I ſhould be a lying prophet, ſent ? 
* I knew my errand would at length prove vain, 
And I return with fad diſgrace again. 


8 2 Mercy 
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Mercy with thee's an attribute belov'd, 

By which ev'n fate unchangeable is mov'd. 

© Now ſince, as formerly I fear'd, my fame 
Is, by this mercy, daſh'd with endleſs ſhame, 

What profits life? O let me rather die, 

© Than live on earth, and ſuffer infamy. 

Take from me, take this hated life away; 

© Death is the debt that I'm prepar'd to pay.“ 

Th' Almighty heard, and thus with voice of peace 
To Jonah ſpake, and reaſon'd on his caſe : 

»Tis true, my prophet, Nineveh has ſinn'd, 
And judgments, as thou threaten'd'ſt, were deſign'd. 
© But at thy warning, all the people turn'd, 

And, low in ſackcloth, their condition mourn'd; 
The conduct of my providence ador'd, 


1 7 
5, n J's , 
Ae SENS N 8 * 
G OS 8 r N ²˙ PR Oe 29 nn. : 
OT SEL ET EEE de  n pe nts oy bee; ht As e 4 n 2 PC * wt . 
eee J ͤ ͤ RIT Erb 4 AE 3 E * ih, BL 2 Fenn 
. a N bes ant he 2 E „ (( £ 3 OO AT A > * — 
e d r 3p el Re rn i We is > . ²˙ m . 
* er - 8 e r 2 g * ne n 1 
y Ns 3 OO ON r 1 


© And mercy, with their earneſt vows, implor'd. N 
© Doſt thou then well to chide my ſov'reign grace, c 
© And grudge the good of a repenting place ? c. 
© Doft thou in miſchief take a dear delight? > 
Have I done wrong, and art thou in the right? 4 
© Can anger help thee ? better *tis to fear, | 
© And learn my diſpenſations to revere.? 1 
This ſpoke——toſooth the gloomy prophet's mind, 1 
And prove a ſhelter from the ſun and wind, N 
He gave command, and ſudden round his head, L 
A verdant gourd her ſhadowing honors ſpread. 6 Ir 
The prophet, pleas'd, improv'd the ſent relief, F. 
Nor, whilſt it laſted, more expreſs'd his grief. A 
Secure beneath the fragrant fruit he ſat, C 
To lee the towers of Ninus bow to fate. 0 
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But at th? approach of next returning day, 
The plant juſt ſprung, as ſudden dy'd away. 
Now eaſtern winds with bluſt ring fury riſe, 
Vex all the air, and agitate the ſkies, 
The ſcorching ſun-beams play on Jonah's head, 
| Exhauſt his blood, and lay him almoſt dead. 
Fainting, he ſtretch'd his body on the ground, 
And ſpoke his ſorrows in a broken ſound. 
Weary of life he wiſh'd it had an end, 
And begg'd that God would death immediate ſend, 
Again th' Almighty---* Does my ſervant well, 
With rage, for loſing of the gourd, to ſwell?” 
The haſty prophet, thoughtleſs, made reply, 
© Thou know'ſt Fm angry, and I wiſh to die. 
Have I not cauſe, when life a burden grows, 
* Towith for death, to finiſh all my woes? 


© Who could ſuch treatment patiently endure, 


And not deſire that moſt effectual cure? 

When honor's loſt, *tis a relief to die ; 

For death's a ſure retreat from wounding infamy,” 
Once more to Jonah great Jehovah ſpake; 

* Doſt thou, my ſervant, ſuch compaſſion take 

Upon a gourd, whoſe ſeed thou didſt not ſow, 

© Nor wert at coſtly pains to make it grow? 

* Doft thou, thus fondly, place thy dear delight 

In what ſprung up, and periſh'd in a night? 

For a frail plant could'ſt thou expreſs ſuch care, 

And ſhould not I a pop'lous city ſpare ? 


Canſt thou for ſuch a trifle mourn, and yet 
* Obdurate look upon a finking ſtate ? 
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© Is mercy ſtrange? Have I not often ſworn, 

© To fave the ſinners who repent and turn ? 

To humor thee, and prop thy tott'ring fame, 

© Shall I my wanted love, and grace diſclaim, 

© Upon an humbled people pour my wrath, 
And, while they cry for pardon, ſtop their breath! 
_ © Raſh man! thy wicked murmaring forbear, 
© And think how good, how glorious, 'tis to ſpare, 
© Conſider Nineveh's prodigious round, 

© In which a world of innocents is found, 

© If harmleſs flocks thy pity cannot move, 


- © (Tho! ev'n for them I feel my pleading love) 


© Canfſt thou no bowels of compaſſion find, 
© For tender babes, who never proudly inn 8 ? 
< Could'ſt thou ſee blended in one common fate, 
The young, the old, the lowly, and the great? 
< Behold their looks, and hear their moving cries, 
6 With harden'd heart, and with unmoiſten'd eyes ? 
Then Jonah, ſtruck with ſacred awe, adores 

Jehovah's conduct, and his grace implores ; 
No longer for the city's ſafety mourns, 
But, into triumph, all his ſorrow turns, 

Rouze, rouze, ye ſinners, and reform betimes, 


Ere threaten'd judgments ſeize you for your crimes, 


Lo! injur'd juſtice mounts her awful throne, 
Prepar'd to hurl the bolts of vengeance down. 
Thro' every land are heard the dire alarms, 
And heavenly hoſts ſeem all to be in arms, 
Mercy and grace arreſt the thunder now, 

But cannot Jong avert the threaten'd blow, 
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ON THE COMING OF THE MESSIAH. 
BY THE REV, DR. J. FORTESCUE, 


EAR, all ye deaf, no more be hopeleſs ſad, 

Leap, all ye lame, ye dumb ſpeak out, be glad, 
The broken hearted are no more diftreſs'd, 
The wicked ceaſe, the weary are at reſt, 
Lift up the hands that hang, the knees that fail ; 
No feeble joints, no crooked paths bewail. 
No baneful ſtar your ſtagg'ring ſenſe bereaves, 
No ſuperſtitious guile your mind deceives; 
No glimm'ring taper points a doubtful way, : 
The light breaks on you in a flood of day. : 
No more, ye old, in tears diſſolv'd, ſurvey 
Your temple ſhining with diminiſh'd ray, 
Loſt to all ſplendor, of all grace depriv'd: 
See th' expectation of all lands arriv'd ! 

A nobler preſence conſecrates the ſhrine, * 
Ineffable effulgence ! power divine! 
Pleas'd ye ſhall ſee Jeruſalem anew, 
Nay heaven itſelf come opening on your view, 
The Saviourcomes——each boy, each ſuckling ſings, 
In exultation to the King of kings. 
Hear the glad voice fly echoing through the air; 
Thy Saviour comes, Jeruſalem, prepare, 
The highways level, palms and branches bring, 
And where he treads, let od'rous flow'rets ſpring. 
S 4. Him 
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Him thro' thy gates, let iſſuing thouſands meet, 
Let loud hoſannas ſound through every ſtreet, 
Open thy everlaſting portals wide, | 

Let thouſands, pouring like a mighty tide, 
Haſte to conduct him, and his entry grace; 
Rapt'rous each accent, joyous every face. 
From port to port let each his fellow call, 

And let thy myriads fill thy ſpacious wall. 

See now, Jeruſalem, thy king arrive, 

Exult ye joyleſs, and, ye dead, revive ! 

'Cry out, ye ſtones, ye harden'd hearts relent, 
Soften ye ſinners, reprobates repent, 

He Gilead's balm ſhall on your conſcience pour, 
And ſtreams of comfort. in each living ſhower, 
Ye thirſty drink, ye hungry eat, be full 
Your ſins, tho? ſcarlet, ſhall be white as wool ; 


Yourthoughts be chearful, and your proſpects bright, 


His yoke is eaſy, and his burden light. 

Lift up your heads nor fear th* avenging rod, 
See your ſalvation, ſay, Behold your God! 
Ye heard the lyre the royal pſalmiſt ſtrung, 
When with the ſolemn ſounds your temples rung. 
When [lrael's tribes all join'd in loud acclaim 
To celebrate the great Jehovah's name; 

He chaunting forth the praiſes of the Lord, 

And they reſponding hung on every word. 

Ye ſaw when Solomon in awful ſtate 

In his full glory at the altar ſate, 

When the great king in all his grandeur knelt, 
How valt the raptures that your thouſands felt! 
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When the high God from heaven receiv'd the prayer 


That ſaints might offer, angels joy to hear. g 


Never could majeſty more glorious ſhine, 

Than when moſt humble at the ſacred ſhrine : 

Never ſo amiable the royal zeal, 

As when moſt fervent for the common weal. 

Each eye his preſence bleſs'd, his word each ear, | 

But ſee---a greater potentate appear! | | 

Lo! Salem's high-aſpiring turrets od, [ 

The echoing temples cry a God, a God ! | 

Hoſanna in the higheſt !1-----meek and mild, 

Tho' cloath'd with power, yet humble as a child, 

See him through gath'ring crowds in triumph pals, 

Sitting, as eaſtern princes on an aſs ; 

Reproving, as he goes, a vicious age, 

And while they learn, they hear away their rage. 

The melting ſounds, that Iſrael's prophets ſung, 

Like honied dews, flow ſweetly from his tongue, 

More than Hyblean ſweets his lips diſtil, 

More than all Hermon's dews the temples fill; 

Deep-hidden truths in every word reveal'd, 

Myſterious truths for many an age conceal'd. 

The gath'ring crowds, tumultuous in his praiſe, 
From infidels grow zealous, as they gaze. 


So (may I great with meaner things compare?) . | 
The ſun, bright luminary, gilds the air. | | 
Scatters his radiance, all beneath revive, ö 
E'en things inanimate ſtart up alive. [| 
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Hence errar ! blindfold prejudice away 
Vaniſh ye clouds, before the riſing day. | 
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O ye that ſtray, by fires falſe-glaring led, 
In vice deep-ſunk, companions of the dead, 
The light approach; to the ſtrait paths repair, 
See your ſalvation, your Redeemer hear 
6 Come, all ye weary, by your woes oppreſs'd, 
« I will refreſh you, I will give you reſt.” 
Tho' in the flow'ry paths of ſin you rang'd 
Like ſheep, all devious; from the good eſtrang'd; 
Seek for the ancient paths, tho' long untrod, 
He is your refuge, ſtay upon your God: 
He is your ſhepherd, you can nothing need ; 
He ſhall your cattle by green paſtures feed ; 
Gather your flocks, obedient to his voice; 
Under his care ſhall every herd rejoice. 
Shout ye inhabitants of Zion, cry, | 
Great is his power, and his extraction high. 
Let the glad tidings ſpread in every pale, 
Let diſtant nations hear the wondrous tale 
At his command the lame their crutches break; 
The deaf all hear him, and the dumb all ſpeak ; 
The blind receive their ſight, his word the poor, 
And all believe, and all his name adore, 
For him the winds, and elements obey ; 
The dead are rais'd, all nature owns his ſway ; 
Demoniacs in his praiſe their tongues employ, 
And the poor paralytic leap for joy ; 
E'en devils his tremendous name revere, 
Like ſaints believe him, but as fiends they fear. 
No more foul fiends with terrors falſe moleſt, 
Trouble the conſcience, rack the wounded breaft. 
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Now plague the body, now diſtract the ſoul, 
With vile ſuggeſtions, and diſeaſes foul ; 
Now headlong from a craggy mountain toſt, 
On raging waves, or burning quickſands loſt ; 
On deſerts wand'ring helpleſs, and forlorn, 
A prey to tygers, or by wild beaſts torn ; 
Now fierce and frantic on the ragged rocks, 
Grazing with brutes, companion of the flocks; 
Now all forſaken in a lonely vale, 
Utt'ring to liſtleſs winds a moaning tale; 
By comets, now by fiery meteors bruſh'd, 
Now rack'd by engines, and to atoms cruſh'd ; 
Now from a precipice by demons hurl'd, 
On fiery oceans midſt a flaming world 
Now ſeeming on Volcano's mouths to roll 
In all the diſmal agonies of ſoul ; 
Their pains He moves with ſoft and lenient hand, 
% Be ſound, ye cripples”---and behold they ſtand ! 
5 Vour ſins are pardon'd”-- ſtrait they ſtrength regain, 
Bound like the roe, and leave the galling chain. 
Both from their woes releas'd with pleaſure find, 
A firmer body, and a ſounder mind ; 
The fiends expell'd ; He purifies th abode 
An habitation fitted for the Gd. 

Diſtreſs forgets to moan, and woe to wail, 
His word endures, nor yet his mercies fail. 
From age to age his kingdom ſhall increaſe, 
His ſceptre- equity; his bleſſing-— peace. 

Peace to our Iſrael; to her tribes, all health! 
Peace to her ſeats ; within each palace, wealth! 
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Long may they proſper, who her faith approve, 
Eſpouſe our int'reſts, and our Zion love, 


Promote her ſacred cauſe, her courts enlarge, 


And to her honor execute their charge. 
In after ages, where good ſeed is fown [thrown 


Should rank weeds ſpring; ſhould thunderbolts be 


Right- aiming; as a rolling fiery flood, 
Should perſecution deluge her with blood. 
Shall not good angels hither wing their way 
To curb bold vice, her ruin to delay; 
Till long- expected reformation ſpread, 
Arreſt the ſword impending o'er her head? 

Should a deſtroying fiend, at God's command, 
Throw waſteful deſolation o'er our land; 
Again, a CRANMER or a RIDLEY feel 
The pointed arrows of intemp'rate zeal : 
Though bigots rage, though n may bleed, 
The martyrs bloed ſhall prove the church's ſeed. 
To infidels they may in flames expire; 
Triumphantly, on vehicles of fire. 
Some in a courſe more rapid, ſome more even 
Like good Elijah fly away to heaven, 
Bequeathing us their light, like them, to riſe, 
Purſue their ſteps, and ſoar beyond the ſkies. 

Ye martyr'd-faints, who tread th' etherial plains, 
In joys eternal for your ſhort-liv'd pains, 
Send one live-coal of your ſeraphic flame 
And touch our lips, to ſing Jehovah's name. 

And thou, Redeemer, thou whoſe laſting praiſe 
Creation ſpeaks, the ancient fire of days, 

And 
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And thou moſt Holy Spirit, myſtic dove, 

Thou emanation of eternal love, 

Thy comfort pour, thy gracious aid infuſe, 
Better than Gilead's balms, than Hermon's dews. 
Thou giver of all gifts, our ſouls illume, 

Let heavenly light irradiate our gloom | 

He, who creation fills below, above, 

By Jews, by Heathens, hail'd Jehovah, Jove, 
The God, whoſe goings forth have been of old, 
And in whoſe book is every act enroll'd, 

Knows who are his, he will their cauſe defend, 
Eternal happineſs ſhall crown their end. | 


ON WI T. 


NJ wir! to human minds the dang'rous lure, 
That wild diſtemper which admits no cure: 
Of all our daring acts licentious guide, 
In monarchs madneſs, and in ſtateſmen pride; 
Unty'd by law, thy power ſpontaneous rules 
Conceit in zeal, and impudence in fools. 


In genuine truth for ever finds a flaw, 
Makes knaves of prieſts, and greater knaves of law; 


The dang'rous wildfire of the giddy mind, 

That leads and lights, and all its lights grow blind. 
How happy he who can thy conqueſt claim, 
Perverſe oppenent to the CHRISTIAN name! 
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ll || WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD, l 
1 N BY THE REV, MR, MOORE, OF CORNWALL, v 
ll TRUCK with religious awe, and ſolemn dread, 1 
1 J view theſe gloomy manſions of the dead; I 
4H Around me tombs in mix'd diſorder riſe, T 
Wh: | And in mute language teach me to be wiſe. Ir 
Bll Time was, theſe aſhes liv'd---a time muſt be H 
1 When others thus ſhall ſtand---and look at me; It 
1 ; "Alarming thought] no wonder *tis we dread It 
' O' er theſe uncomfortable vaults to tread ; O 

LON Where blendid lie the aged and the young, 

Ti The rich and poor, an undiſtinguiſh'd throng : Hz 
WY Death conquers all, and time's ſubduing hand Ti 
| i || Nor tombs, nor marble-ſtatues can withſtand, He 
il, Mark yonder aſhes in confuſion ſpread ! See 
Hy Compare earth's living tenants with her dead! Arc 
| | How ftriking the reſemblance, yet how juſt | Ol 
11 Once life and ſoul inform'd this maſs of duſt; An 
| Around theſe bones, now broken and decay'd, WI 
| | | The ftreams of life in various channels play'd : Plu 
Ci Perhaps that ſkull, ſo horrible to view! Att 
Wi Was ſome fair maid's, ye belles, as fair as you; For 
Ti}. Theſe hollow ſockets two bright orbs contain'd, The 
Where the loves ſported, and in triumph reign'd ; And 
Here glow'd the lips; there white, as Parian ſtone, * y 
nc 


The teeth diſpos'd in beauteous order ſhone. 
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This is life's goal---no farther can we view, 
Beyond it, all is wonderful and new: 

O deign, ſome courteous ghoſt! to let us know 
What we muſt ſhortly be, and you are now! 
Sometimes you warn us of approaching fate; 
Why hide the knowlege of your preſent ſtate ? 
With joy behold us tremblingly explore 

Th' unknown gulph, that you can fear no more? 
The grave has eloquence- its lectures teach 

In ſilence, louder than divines can preach; 

Hear what it ſays---ye ſons of folly hear ! 

It ſpeaks to you---O give it then your ear 

It bids you lay all vanity aſide, | 

O what a lecture this for human pride! 

The clock {trikestwelve---how ſolemn is the found ! 
Hark, how the ſtrokes from hollow vaults rebound ! 
They bid us haſten to be wiſe, and ſhow, 

How rapid in their courſe the minutes flow. 

See yonder yew---how high it lifts its head! 

Around, the gloomy ſhade their branches ſpread ! 

Old and decay'd it ſtill retains a grace, 

And adds more ſolemn horror to the place. 

Whoſe tomb is this? it ſays, tis Myra's tomb, 

Pluck'd from the world in beauty's faireſt bloom. 

Attend ye fair! ye thoughtleſs, and ye gay! 

For Myra dy'd upon her nuptial day | 

The grave, cold bridegroom! claſp'd her in its arms, 

And the worm rioted upon her charms. 

In yonder tomb the old Avaro lies; 

Once he was rich-=-the world eficetn'd bim wile : 
Schemes 
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Schemes unaccompliſh'd labor'd in his mind, 
And all his thoughts were to the world confin'd ; 
Death came-unlook'd for---from his graſping hands 
Down dropt his bags, and mortgages of lands. 
Beneath that ſculptur'd pompous marble-ſtone, 
Lies youthful Florio, aged twenty-one ; 

Cropt like a flower, he wither'd in his bloom, 
Tho? flatt'ring life had promis'd years to come: 
Ye ſilken ſons ! ye Florios of the age, 

Who tread in giddy maze life's flowery ſtage | 
Mark here the end of man, in Florio ſee 

What you, and all the ſons of earth ſhall be! 
There low in duſt the vain Hortenſio lies, 

Whoſe ſplendor once we view'd with envious eyes ; 
Titles and arms his pompous marble grace, 

With a long hiſtory of his noble race: 

Still after death his vanity ſurvives, 

And on his tomb all of Hortenſio lives. 

Around me as I turn my wandering eyes, 
Unnumber'd graves in awful proſpect riſe, 

Whoſe ſtones ſay only when their owners dy'd, 

If young, or aged, and to whom ally'd. 

On others pompous epitaphs are ſpread 

In memory of the virtues of the dead : 

Vain waſte of praiſe ! ſince, flattering or ſincere, 
The judgment-day alone will make appear. 
How ſilent is this little ſpot of ground! 
How melancholy looks each object round! 
Here man diſſolv'd in ſhatter'd ruin lies 

So faſt aſleep---as if no more to riſe; 
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*Tis ſtrange to think how theſe dead bones can live, 
Leap into form, and with new heat revive |! 
Or how this trodden earth to life ſhall wake, 
Know its own place, its former figure take! 
But whence theſe fears? when the laſt trumpet ſounds 
Thro? heaven's expanſe to earth's remoteſt bounds, 
The dead ſhall quit theſe tenements of clay, 
And view again the long extinguiſh'd day: 
It muſt be ſo---the ſame Almighty power 
From duſt who form'd us, can from duſt reſtore, 
Chear'd with this pleaſing hope, I ſafely truſt 
Jehovah's power to raiſe me from the duit, 
On his unfailing promiſes rely, 
And all the horrors of the grave defy. 


TO A FRIEND ON RICHES. 
ELIEVE me, Sir, he's neither good nor great, 

Who boaſts of nothing but his vaſt eſtate : 
Amidſt his large poſſeſſions he is poor, 
And more than they who beg from door to door. 
True greatneſs lies in riches of the mind, 
And happy he who can that treaſure find : 
It bears no luſtre from deſcent of blood, 
But he's made noble who was firſt made good : 
All elſe will fail when life and time is o'er, 
But this remain when both ſhall be no more. 
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5 OE OE. OT Pk CIV. 
IMITATED BY MR. THO. BLACKLOCK *. 


RISE, my ſoul! on wings ſeraphic riſe ! 
And praiſe th* Almighty Sovereign of the ſkies! 

In whom alone eſſential glory ſhines [confines ! 
Which not the heaven of heavens, nor boundleſs ſpace 
When darkneſs rul'd, with univerſal ſway, 
He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day : 
Firſt faireſt offspring of th* omnific word! 
Which, like a garment, cleath'd its ſovereign lord. 
He ftretch'd the blue expanſe from pole to pole, 
And ſpread circumfluent ether round the whole. 
Of liquid air he bade the columns riſe, 
W hich prop the ſtarry concave of the fkies, 
Soon as he bids, impetuous whirlwinds fly 
To bear his ſounding chariot thro? the ſky: 
Impetuous whirlwinds the command obey, 
Suſtain his flight, and ſweep th' aerial way. 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on high, 
Unnumber'd hoſts of radiant heralds fly 


+ He became blind during his infancy, and indeed ſo early, that he 
does not remember to have ſeen the light. It will, no doubt, be matter 
of amuſement to the curious reader, to remark, how well the poet 
deſcribes objects which he never ſaw, and expreſſes, ſo as to be under- 
ſtood by others, thoſe ideas of which one might think he could have 
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From otb to orb, with progreſs unconfin'd, 
As lightning ſwift, reſiſtleſs as the wind. 
His word in air this ponderous ball ſuſtain'd, 
<© Be fixt” he ſaid---and ſixt the ball remain'd. 
Heaven, air, and ſea, tho” all their ſtorms combine, 
Shake not its baſe, nor break the law divine, 
At thy almighty voice old ocean raves, 
Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 
2 Nature lies mantled in a watery robe, 
E And ſhoreleſs ocean rolls around the globe; 
Orer higheſt hills the higher ſurges riſe, 
Mix with the clouds, and lave the vaulted ſkies, 
But when in thunder the rebuke was given, 
That ſhook th' eternal firmament of heaven, 
'The dread rebuke the frighted waves obey, 
They fled, confus'd, along th' appointed way, 
Impetuous ruſhing to the place decreed, 
Climb the ſteep hill, and ſweep the humble mead: 
And now reluctant in their bounds ſubſide; 
TH eternal bounds reſtrain the raging tide: 
Yet ſtill tumultuous, with inceſſant roar 
| 1 It ſhakes the caverns, and aſſaults the ſhore, 
1, 6 3 By him, from mountains cloath'd in lucid ſnow, 
A IThro' verdant vales the mazy fountains flow, 
Here the wild horſe, unconſcious of the rein, 
That revels, boundleſs, o'er the wide campaign, 


he 

ter Imbibes the filver ſtream, with heat oppreſt, 
om To cool the fervor of his glowing breaſt. 

E | . . 

3 Here verdant boughs, adorn'd with ſummer's pri de, 


Spread their broad ſhadows o'er the ſilyer tide: 
1 While, 
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While, gently perching on the leafy ſpray, 


Each feather'd ſongſter tunes his various lay: _ j | 
And while thy praiſe they ſymphonize around, © 
Creation echoes to the grateful ſound, 3 


Wide o'er the heavens the various bow he bends, 
Its tincture brightens, and its arch extends: 
At the glad ſign aerial conduits flow, : 
The hills relent, the meads rejoice below: 
By genial fervor, and prolific rain, 
Gay vegetation cloaths the fertile plain : 
Nature profuſely good with bliſs o'erflows, 
And ftill ſhe's pregnant, tho? ſhe till beſtows ! 
Here verdant paſtures far extended lie, 
And yield the grazing herd a rich ſupply ! 
Luxuriant, waving in the wanton air, 
Here golden grain rewards the peaſant's care! 
Here vines mature in purple cluſters glow, * 
And heaven above diffuſes heaven below! 1 
Erect and tall, here mountain-cedars riſe 2 
High o'er the clouds, and emulate the fkies ! 
Here the wing'd crouds, that ſkim the yielding air, 
With artful toil their little domes prepare ; 
Here hatch their young, and nurſe their riſing care ! 
Up the ſteep hill aſcends the nimble doe, | 
While timid conies ſcour the plains below; | 
Or in the pendent rock elude the ſcenting foe ! 
He bade the ſilver majeſty of night 
Revolve her circle, and increaſe her light : 
Aſſign'd a province to each rolling ſphere ; 
And taught the ſun to regulate the year, 
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E 
At his command, wide-hovering o'er the plain, 


Primeval night reſumes her gloomy reign. 


Then from their dens, impatient of delay, 

The ſavage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, 

Howl thro' the ſpacious waſte, and chaſe the frighted 
prey. | | | 

Here walks the ſhaggy monarch of the wood, 

Taught from thy providence to aſk his food : 

To thee, O Father! to thy bounteous ſkies, 

He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes. 

He roars, the deſerts tremble wide around | 

And repercuſſive hills repeat the ſound, 

Now glowing gems the eaſtern ſkies adorn, 

And joyful nature hails the opening morn ; 

The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, 

Fly to their ſhelters, and forget their prey. 

Laborious man, with moderate ſlumber bleſt, 

Springs cheerful to his toi] from downy reſt ; 

Till gratefu] evening, with her ſilver train, 

Bids labor ceaſe, and cafe the weary ſwain. 

Hail, ſovereign goodneſs | all productive mind! 

On all thy works thyſelf infcrib'd we find! 

How various all ! how variouſly endued |! 

How great their number | and each part how good | 

How perfect then muſt the great parent ſhine |! 


Who, with one act of energy divine, 


Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the deſign ! 
Where-e'er the pleaſing ſearch my thoughts purſue, 
Unbounded goodneſs opens to my view. 
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. Nor does our world alone its influence ſhare; 
| * Exhauſtleſs bounty, and unwearied care, 
| Extend thro? all th' infinity of ſpace, 
And circle nature with a kind embrace. 5 
The wavy kingdoms of the deep beloW | 
Thy power, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs ſhow, 
Here various beings without number ſtray, 
Croud the profound, or on the ſurface play. I 
Leviathan here, the mightieſt of the train! 
Enormous | fails incumbent o'er the main, 
And foams, and ſports, and plays in ſpite of man, 
All theſe thy watchful providence ſupplies ; 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes: 
For them thou openeſt thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, Fog 
Till the capacious wiſh can grant no more. ” 
But if one moment thou thy face ſhould'ſt hide, 
Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles denied, 
Then widow'd nature veils her mournful eyes, 
And vents her grief in univerſal cries ! 
Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 
Wide &'er the nations ſpreads his iron reign ! | 
Sea, earth, and air, the boundleſs ravage mourn, 
And all their hoſts to native duſt return! 
Again, thy glorious quickening influence ſhed, 
'Fhe glad creation rears her drooping head : 
New riſing forms thy potent ſmiles obey, 
And life re-kindles at the genial ray 
United thanks repleniſh'd nature pays, 
And heaven and earth reſound their Maker's praiſe ! 
When 
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When time ſhall in eternity be loſt, | 

And hoary nature languiſh into duſt, | 

For ever young thy glories ſhall remain, | | 

Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign ! | | 

Thou, from the reign of everlaſting day, 

Seeſt all thy works at one immenſe ſurvey ! 

Pleas'd at one view the whole to comprehend, 

Part join'd to part, concurring to one end. | 
E If thou to earth but turn'ſt thy wrathful eyes, 
| 3 Her baſis trembles, and her offspring dies. | | 
Thou ſmit'ſt the hills; and at th' almighty blow, 

Their ſummits kindle, and their entrails glow. 

While this immortal ſpark of heavenly flame 

Diſtends my breaſt, and animates my frame, 

To thee my ardent praiſes ſhall be borne, 

On the firſt breeze that wakes the bluſhing morn ; 
The lateſt ſtar ſhall hear the pleaſing ſound, 

And nature in full choir ſhall join around ! 

When, full of thee, my ſoul excurſive flics 

Thro' earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ſkies, 

From world to world new wonders ſtill I find! 

And all the Godhead burſts upon my mind! 
When, wing'd with whirlwinds, vice ſhall take her 

To the wide boſom of eternal night, [flight 

To thee my ſoul ſhall endleſs praiſes pay : 

Join! men and angels! join th' exalted lay! 
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ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY 


CHURCH-YARD. 
BY MR. GRAY, 


HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea, 
The ploughman homewards plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 


Or drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds : 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bower, 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 


Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 


Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep, 


all off incenſe- breathing morn, 
The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The. cock's fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 
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For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
No children run to liſp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare, 


Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 
Their harrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team a-field ! 


How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 


Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 

Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Awaits alike th” inevitable hour; 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave, 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn iſle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn or animated buſt 
Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can honor's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 


Or flatt'ry ſoothe the dull cold ear of death ? 


a. ” Wu BL ti et OI — 


Perhaps 


r 


J 298 ] 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire: 


Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 


Or wak'd to ecſtaſy the living lyre. 


But knowlege to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of time did ne'er unroll; 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear: 


Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 


And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


Some village-Hambden, who with dauntlefs breaſt 
The little Tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 


Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 


Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood, 


Th' applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 


Jo fcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 


And read their hiſt'ry in a nation's eyes; 


Their lot forbade : nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbade to wade thro? ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind, 
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The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 


With incenſe kindled at the muſe's flame, 


Far from the madding croud's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray ; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 

They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way, 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to prote& 


Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 


With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd, 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh, 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter'd muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply; 

And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 

That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


For who to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 

This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 
Ev*n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires, 


. 


For thee, who mindful of th' unhonor'd dead, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate, 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſnall enquire thy fate; 


Haply ſome hoary- headed ſwain may ſay, 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
© Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away 
To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 

© That wreaths its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 

© His liſtleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


© Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

< Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would roye 
© Now drooping, woful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
© Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree ; 
Another came, nor yet beſide the rill, 

© Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he; 


© The next with dirges due in fad array, 

Slow thro? the church- way path we ſaw him borne; 
Approach and read (for thou can'ſt read) the lay 
* Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” 
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'TERE reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to fortune, and to fame unknown: 


Fair ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 

Heaven did a recompence as largely ſend : 

He gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear, 

He gain'd from heaven (*twas all he wiſh'd) a friend. 


No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The boſom of his father and his God. 
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ON SEEING THE MOON, * 


\RUE emblem that, of this much honor'd race 
Reſerv'd for glory and preſerv'd by grace 
Both ſhine diſtinguiſh'd---both by light are known, 
And boaſt a luſtre which is not their own. 
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WRITTEN IN A GARDEN, 


ROM buſy ſcenes, with peace alone retir'd, 
And the warm ray of gratitude inſpir'd, 

For bleflings paſt, and mercies yet to come, 

Here let me praiſe my God, and fix my home! 
With Iſaac, in the fields, for grace implore, 

With Moſes, in each beamy buſh, adore ! 

His providence for all my wants provides, 

His arm upholds me, and his right-hand guides. 
His breezes fan me in the noontide hours, 
Where coolneſs walks amid my ſhades and bowers : 
His bounty in the filver current flows, | 
Smiles in the bloſſoms, in the fruitage glows: 

His radiant finger gilds the vernal flowers, 

Fed with his balm, and water'd with his ſnowers: 
He bids the roſe its crimſon folds unlooſe, 

And bluſh, refulgent, in the purple dews : 

The lily he arrays with ſpotleſs white, 

Rich in its mantle of inwoven light ; 

(Go, Solomon, and caſt thy gems aſide, 

Nor glory in thy poverty of pride !) 

The painted tribes their ſunny robes diſplay, 

And lend a lucid ſoftneſs to the day. 

Grateful, each flower to heaven its incenſe pays, 
And breathes its fragrant ſoul away in praiſe. 

Oh, thither may they teach my ſoul to ſoar, 
Confeſs our Maker, and his ſteps adore | 
Contented let me live, ſubmiſſive die, 
And hope a fairer parad:ie on high! 
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LEARNED IGNORANCE, 
FROM GROTIUS, 
BY MR, N EE DL ER. 


ATURE ordains whilſt here we dwell below, 
That much we ſhould admire and little know; 
In ſecret labyrinths herſelf ſhe hides, 

And our defeated cares and fruitleſs ſearch derides, 
The curious man, who with ambition vain, 
Would all within his narrow mind contain ; 

Who, with a greedy luſt of knowlege fraught, 
Diſdains of his own ignorance the thought; 
Beyond the lot of human kind aſpires, 

And fondly, things impoſſible deſires. 

Where this firſt error can admiſſion gain, 

It draws of worſe miſtakes a fatal train: 

For he who raſhly will of all decide, | 
Muſt oft with falſhood ſoothe his learned pride; 
Ix1on like, thin clouds of error chace, 

And ſhadows claſp in his deceiv'd embrace. 

Far more ſecure and peaceful is the mind, 
Whoſe ſearch, to plain and uſeful truth's confin d, 
Does dark uncertain ſubtilties deſpiſe, 

Nor cares to follow what the ſeeker flies. 
The wilful ignorance of trivial things 
From wiſdom oft, and well- pois d judgment ſprings. 
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Publiſhed by the EDITOR, 


LA TREATISE ON MARRIAGE: 

being ſerious Thoughts on the original Deſign 
of that ſacred Inſtitution, and the abſolute Impor- 
tance of its Solemnization between real Chriſtians, 
for promoting mutual Happineſs. 


TO WHICH ARE ADDED, 


| STRICTURES on the Education of Children: con- 
taining inſtructive Rules, drawn from Scripture 
and Experience, calculated to form their tender 


Minds, and train them up in the Paths of Duty. 
Price 18. Gd. 


HI. £4. VU G@:E 
FOR THE PRISONER OF HOPE: 
Or, 
CHRisT the Sanctuary for troubled Souls. 
The Second Edition with Additions, Price 6d, 


Sold by Buckland and Lewis, Paternoſter Row; 
Keith, Gracechurch Street; Vallance and Sim- 
mons, Cheapſide; and Mathews, in the Strand. 
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